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THE PET OP PEACH GULCH. 

BY M. QUAD OP THE MICHIGAK PBE88. 


PART I. 

A HUNDRED silver-miners had dropped 
spade, bar ami pick, and w'ere crowded 
around a prairie-hunter who sat his pony in 
the centre of the camp, and held up to view 
a handsome JiuJe boy about three years 
old. 

Had one of the unkempt grimy men dis¬ 
covered a silver cache, worth a cool $20,000, 
Peach Gulch could not have been more ex¬ 
cited than when the hunter rode into camp 
and held the boy up to view. 

*‘AP it really a live che-iid yeiied one. 

“It surely ar’/” shouted another. 

“ Whar did ye git him?*' 

“Whose che-ild is it?” 

“What ye goin* to do with him?’* 

The hunter handed the boy down to the 
hands held up, dismounted, and then, 
while he munched his salt pork and John¬ 
ny cake, he explained: 

Fifty miles away, on the broad prairie, 
he had come upon the child, wandering 
over the grass alone, not a wagon trail 
nearer than thirty miles, and no sign of 
human iffe about. The boy was hoiiotr- 
eyed and worn-out, showing that he had 
travelled a considerable distance, and suf¬ 
fered for want of food and water. 

“I thought it war* a wolf when I first 
seed his little white head above the grass,** 
explained the hunter; “an* it war* just 
luck an* chance that 1 bore down that way. 
He war* wild at first, and when I gin him 
some pervisions he devoured *em like he 
hadn’t tasted food for a week.” 

“Then it*s a real che-ild, is it?** asked a 
big miner, peering into the boy’s face. 

“I reckon ’taint nothing else,** replied 
the hunter. “ See that blood on his dress ? 
Wall, that tells the hull story! *Twa8 some 
immigrant family which got off the. trail, 
an’ the cussed reds bore down on *emwith 
tomahawk and knife. It war* in the night, 
perhaps, and this ere cub was overlooked 
some way and wandered off. Why the 
wolves didn*t make a meal of him, is more 
than I know.** 

“It war* the l4ordP’ replied a miner, in 
ft solemn voice. 


“Like enough—like enough,’* said tho 
hunter; “in course the Lord kin do most 
anything.’* 

The boy had been well fed, having been 
witli the hunter two days, and he had lost 
something of his wild look; but, neverthe¬ 
less, he felt afraid of the great rough men 
crowding around him, and he shrank closer 
to the hunter. 

“An' kin he asked one of the 

men, in a doubting voice. 

“ Talk!” echoed the hunter, indignantly, 
“in course he can. He ar* afraid jist 
now, ’cause ye look like a parcel o* griz¬ 
zlies, though yer hearts is big an* kind. 
He can’t tell how It happened, but he says 
his name is Paul, an’ he keeps axin’ me 
when I’m goin’ to take him hum, and why 
his mother don’t come. 1 haint much of 
a talker, au’ I haint said much; but when 
he gits over his scare, 1*11 bet he'll speak 
right out.” 

The men crowded a little closer, and 
kept their eyes on the child, as if he were 
a rare curiosity. And Indeed he was. 
Way back i/i the easi^ thousands of miJea 
nearer sunrise, some of the men bad left 
wives and children; but the years had 
gone by as they delved in the gulch, and 
they had almost forgotten how a child 
should look. Five hundred men had 
worked In Peach Gulch at odd times, and 
a hundred were there yet; but it Was not 
on record that a woman or child had ever 
been seen within a hundred miles of the 
spot. 

“An* what ar* ye goin* to do with him 
finally asked a miner. 

“That’s plump and square, that ar*,” 
answered the hunter; “ an* now we come to 
business. Ye see X can’t take care o* him, 
for I’m hoopin’ around like an Injun. It 
haint likely as he’ll ever be called for, 
’cause his folks are chopped up, an* no one 
knows whar* he cum from. He’s an or¬ 
phan, an’ somebody’s got to *dopt him, ez 
they call it. I hev rode abont fifty milee 
outen my way, an* I s’pose ye’ll throw in 
somethin* for my trouble, an* take the coir 
oS my bands.” 
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. W/ioop-hooray( Hand oat yer metals t" 
cried several men; and in less than two 
minutes tlie hnnter bad exchanged his 
prize for a goodly amonnt of silver. 

“ I know ye’ll take good care o’ him,” 
he said, as he looked around on the crowd, 
“ but ye must be sort o’ gentle on the 
start. Ye see, he don’t know ye, an’ he’s 
kinder scart at sight o’ yer long ha’r an’ 
dirty faces.” 

One after another of the men held out 
their hands, and sought to make friends 
with the boy, but he wonld not leave the 
hunter. 

“ Here, ye man over thar’, come here!” 
called the huuter to one of the miners 
whose face was clean, and wearing a kind 
smile. Be came over, and the hunter said 
to the child: 

“ Now, bub, here’s yer kind uncle, an’ 
he’s going to take the best kind o’ cate of ye. 
Ye sec, I hev got to go hum, an’ I can’t 
lake ye along, an’ ye’Ii hev to stop here.” 

He lifted the child up, and the fatherly 
smile on the miner’s face won the boy’s 
heart. He allowed himself to be trans¬ 
ferred, amidst a great cheering, and then 
the hunter was ready to go. Taming to 
the boy, he said: 

“ Wall, bub, here’s my gripper, and I 
hope ye’ll git along all right. I shell drop 
around this way once in a while, an’ ye 
mustn’t forget who found ye out thar’on 
the perary, an’ took cal’ of ye.” 

The boy called after the hunter, and 
began to cry; bat after a moment he snug¬ 
gled up to Have as if having confidence in 
him. 

“ Now, stop this yellin’ an’ git oaten the 
wayl” demanded Dave, as the crowd 
cheered and pressed closer. ” This che-lld 
ar’ scart, he ar’, an’ we must gin hini time 
to get used to ns. He’s onrs, an’ he’s 
going to stay an’ be the pet of Peach Gulch, 
ail’ after a bit he’ll let his tongue wag.” 

Dave took the child to bis shanty, prom¬ 
ising to put him on exhibition after sap¬ 
per, and the crowd dispersed, some to pick 
up their tools and work again, and others 
to assemble in three and fours, and canvass 
the strange freak of fortune which had 
brought Peach Gnlch a pet. 

Dave petted and soothed the child, fixed 
him up something extra to eat, and in a 
couple of hours little Paul was quite at 
home, asking a good many qnesUons, and 
answering a few. Davo sought to find out 


bow fate had left the boy alone on the 
prairie, but he could not secure even a 
hint. The balance of the family, and per¬ 
haps a whole party, had undoubtedly been 
butchered by Indians, and terror and ex¬ 
posure bad overpowered the child’s mem- 
ory, even if he realized what had occurred. 

‘‘Ye ar’ an orphan, straighter’no a 
string,” said Dave, as he watched the 
child; “ but ye hez found friends, an’ ye’ll 
hev the best Peach Gulch affords, or 
thar’ll be a fight!” 

“lainthome, am I?” inquired the boy, 
looking anxiously at the miner. 

“ Yes, my che-lld, ye is,” replied Dave, 
patting the white head; “ an’ I’m going to 
be a father to ye. Somewhar’ I’ve hearn 
tell Or read sumthin’ about ‘I was a stran¬ 
ger, an’ they took me in.’ I don’t exactly 
remember just how it came in, but it fits 
yer case to a dot. Have some more beans 
an’ meat, my che-ild ?” 

After the labors of the day had ended, 
and the men bad finished supper, there was 
a general call for the pet; and Dave exhib¬ 
ited the boy to the crowd, which was 
scarcely less demonstrative than at noon. 

‘‘Be kinder human with him,” chided 
Dave, as they whooped and shouted. ‘‘ Ye 
see, he hez met with a great affliction in 
the loss of his parients, an’ then he’s way 
off here among strangers, an’ he feels pht 
out like.” 

“Did he eat anything?” called out a 
miner. 

“Eatl Wall, now, you orter seen him 
gittin’ away with beans f’ replied Dave. 

When Paul found that their zeal proceed¬ 
ed from kindness, he allowed them to pass 
him around, and he answered a number of 
questions, much to the delight of the 
crowd. When he was finally taken away 
the men eat down to discuss his future. 
His clothing was sadly out of repair, and a 
dozen miners offered their softest and best 
garments to be cut over for his use; one of 
them could make the boy a cap; another 
wonld try bis band upon a pair of shoes; 
another would make something else, and 
every man was anxious to do something to 
better the pet’s condition. 

“ I tell ye, boys,” said a grizzly old 
miner, “it ar’ aui/ul to think of anybody's 
being a orphan, without anybody to love 
him an’ call him party names I Peach 
Gulch has got to stand by this che-ild while 
there's a cinst in campT’ - 
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“Hooray for the Pet—hooray!” yelled 
the men, tossing up their hats. 

Dave was the best man in camp to have 
the care of little Paul, although he was an 
old bachelor, and never had any experience 
with chiidren. He kept hiin.self the clean¬ 
est, had the most orderly shanty, and he 
would give the boy better care than any 
one else could. He therefore had the full 
permission of Peach Gulcli to act as a sort 
of adopted father and guardian to the boy; 
but it was with the understanding that 
every man should still have an interest in, 
and consider himself aprotector and cham¬ 
pion for tile child. 

There was more cheering, handshaking 
and singing in Peach Gulch that night 
than had ever been known before, although 
Pourth of July had been duly celebrated 
twice, and everybody bad caroused and 
tried to feel happy. 

“ Burned if I don’t feel womanish 1” 
said one of the roughest of the silver dig¬ 
gers, as somebody brought the news that 
the boy had gone to sleep for the night; 
and his partner, who had been "offish” 
for a few days, reached out his hand, and 
said: 

“ Come, Bill, gin us yer hand. We was 
both to blame, an’ both fools. I’ve been 
thinkin’ ’bout my own cbilders back in 
Tork State, an’ my heart is as tender as a 
girl’s 1” 

Hext morning there were many anxious 
Inquiries around camp to know how the 
pet had passed the night; and Dave re¬ 
ceived all delegates with a smile, and 
explained: 

“ Slept like a rabbiti I jist lay down an' 
took him on my arm, an’ the fust thing I 
knew it was daylight, an’ be was pullin’ 
my ha’r. I didn’t remember at fast who 
he was, an’ I thought an angel had dropped 
through the roof P’ 

There were half a dozen men who didn’t 
go to work that day. One got a soft boot¬ 
leg, to make a pair of shoes; another ripped 
up and made over a shirt; and before night 
little Paul had a new outfit throughout. 
A woman would have laughed to see him 
thus “fixed up;” but, as Dave remarked, 
each man had done “ his level best, and 
they didn’t go a cent on fashion.” Paul 
was brought out at night to be admired, 
and when the miners saw that he was be¬ 
coming used to bis situation, and learned 
from Dave that he took his meals regularly. 


and appeared in the best of health, they 
threw up their hats, and cried: 

"Hooray for our che-ild P’ 

One might have thought that it would 
get to be an old story after a few weeks, 
but such was not the case. After a few 
days the boy’s vivacity returned; lie grew 
stout, and he wandered arounil the camp, 
and allowed anybody to stroke his white 
hair and take liim up. If any of tliem shot 
a rabbit, a good portion was carried to 
Dave’s cabin, to he cooked for the pet; 
and if the boy had an ache or a pain, the 
whole gulch was ready to knock oil work 
until he was well again. 

There were few changes in the caiup> 
Some men were making a fair thing of it, 
and were staying to accumulate their 
“pile;” and others, not doing so well, 
might have sought other fields but that the 
presence of the boy made them hesitate 
about going. 

Ho father could have been kinder to a 
child than Dave was to the little stranger; 
and the love was reciprocated. Wliile 
willing to tarry for a few minutes in other 
shanties, the lad was not at home unless in 
Dave's; and though permitting the men to 
take him up and carry him around, he had 
full confidence only in Dave. 

By-and-by the over-indulgence bore fruit. 
The pet grew independent, and wanted Ais 
way about everything; and Dave saw with 
sorrow and anxiety that something must be 
done. One afternoon, when the boy was 
asleep on bis blanket, a council was called, 
and the subject of enforcing family disci¬ 
pline was broached. Some thought the 
boy would come out all right in the end, 
and some thought that, for bis future good, 
he must have a curbing band; and Dave 
said: 

“Partners, ye know we hez all got ten¬ 
der hearts for the che-ild, but we all know 
that if a che-ild aP allowed to come up as 
be will, he’ll be fourteen ounces of bad to 
the pound.” 

“ Yes, that aP so,” mused the council. 

“I wont hurt him any—in course Iwont; 
but I’ll gin him to know that he must 
mind, an’ then he’ll come to it after a few 
kicks,” continued Dave. 

It was settled that the Pet of Peach 
Gulch should be coerced, at the rod’s end, 
if need be, and a great burden was lifted 
from oS Dave’s shoulders. 

It was not long ere be was called upoa 
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for a test. The pet was requested not to 
throw stones Into the pot of bean soup over 
the Are. Ho persisted, and when Dave re¬ 
monstrated and ordered, Paul became in¬ 
dignant, and deliberately upset the kettle. 

“It’ll most kill me, bdt I hev a solemn 
duty to perform 1’’ said Dave, as he cut a 
small switch. 

He laid the switch over the boy’s back, 
pretending to strike very bard, but taking 
care not to hurt, and the pet broke down, 
and promised obedience in the future. 

“ My che-iid,” said Dave, to the sobbing 
boy, “ do ye know that I hev got yer bring- 
in’ up, an’ that if ye turn out bad they’ll 
say that Dave didn’t do his dooty as a 
father should ? Many an’ many’s the night 
I’ve laid awake, with ye sleepin’ on my 
arm, an’ thooghtan’ planned for ye; an’ 
what I asks of ye is to be good an’ 
mindful.’’ 

The child had to have one or two mdra 
lessons, but after a little time he consented 
to sink his independence, and promptly 
render obedience whenever It was asked of 
him. He grew taller and stouter as the 
weeks and months went by, and when 
spring Came he was the pride as well as the 
pet of Peach Gulch. 


PAKT H. 

It was seldom that Dave left camp for an 
hour, solely on account of the pet, but one 
afternoon, when Paul was fast asleep, and 
likely to remain so for two or three hours, 
the miner took a stroll up the gulch, saying 
to the men that be would be back in a lit¬ 
tle while, and that no one must disturb the 
sleeping child. 

The hours passed, and Dave did not re¬ 
turn. The pet woke up and cried for him, 
and the men wondered at his continued 
absence; and finally the camp was alarmed. 

“IwantDave—IwantDavel’’ Paul kept 
crying, and the men could soothe him only 
for a moment at a time. They pounded on 
kettles with clubs, let him smash tbeirbot¬ 
tles arid overhaul tbeir pockets, but he 
would soon recollect that Dave was absent, 
and cry out for him. 

When darkness came without bringing 
the miner, the men made up a searching 
party. They found him about three miles 
up the gulch, after be had made up his 
mind that he must die alone. He was ter¬ 
ribly used up. He had come upon a griz¬ 


zly, and though making a brave fight, he had 
been overpowered, and so wounded that he 
could not rise. The left arm was broken, 
the right badly lacerated, and the claws of 
the infuriated bear had sunk into his back 
and legs. 

The men heard bis faint call, but they 
would not have known him except for his 
clothing and voice. A blow from the ter¬ 
rible paw had broken bis nose, and other¬ 
wise disfigured bis face, and they could see 
at a glance that be would have a hideous 
look if he got well. 

“ Ye didn’t bring the pet along, did ye ?’’ 
was bis first inquiry. 

The men replied in the negative, and he 
continued: 

“ I wish ye had. I don’t believe Pll last 
to be carried back to camp, and I can’t die 
wltbont feelin’ the boy’s arms around my 
rieckl’’ 

They washed off the blood, made a rude 
litter, and at midnight they had him back 
to camp, though he was in a dead faint, 
and there was no hope that he would live 
to see the sun come up. 

The pet was awake, and watching for 
him. They had tried to soothe the bey to 
sleep by telling him stories, and carrying 
him around, bat be could not rest until 
Dave's return. 

The unconseions mangled body was car¬ 
ried to the shanty and tenderly laid down. 
They didn’t mean to let the pet know of 
the calamity for a time, but he made his 
escape from the men, and crept In and 
looked upon the victim. 

“ That aint Dave I” be screamed, start¬ 
ing back in horror at sight of the bloody 
face. 

Strangely enough, the cound of bis votes 
overpowered pain and everything else, and 
Dave recovered consciousness, and opened 
bis eyes. 

“ Hev yon got home—didn’t I hear the 
pet?” he asked. 

They brought the boy forward, and as 
Dave saw him, ho made a move to raise his 
broken arm, and whispered; 

“ Let the cbe-ild come and kiss me I” 

“ You aint Dave I you aint Dave 1’’ Paul 
screamed, shrinking back; and nothing 
could induce him to go nearer the wounded 
man. An honr alter midnight he sobbed 
himself to sleep, and Peach Gulch had 
more sorrow than it had ever known before. 

All of the miners were rude surgeons. 
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and they made the injured man as comfort¬ 
able as circumstances would permit, though 
they dared not hope he would live beyond 
a few hours. 

There was no work in the gulch next 
day. Everybody liked Dave. He was a 
sort of father to them all, always main¬ 
taining an even temper, and having supe¬ 
rior judgment. When morning came he 
rallied, instead of sinking. They won¬ 
dered at it, for he was not remarkably 
strong, but behind his constitution was a 
will as strong as ever given to man. 

“Ihevgot to live for the che-lld," he 
said to the sad-faced miners; and he was 
going to make will conquer death, even 
though he stood in the shadow of the 
sombre mantle. 

The miners hoped that the face would 
look better by the light of day, but it did 
not. The nose was mashed and broken, 
one of the eyes had nearly been torn out, 
and there were wounds on the cheeks 
which would leave deep soars. They did 
not dare tell him how badly he was hurt, 
and they were thankful that he made no 
Inquiries. 

Little Paul was made to understand that 
Dave had fallen upon the rocks, and was 
seriously injured, and then they took him 
into the shanty, fearing that he might ex¬ 
press terror and aversion, and thereby 
wound the noble heart, and yet hoping he 
would not. 

Dave had been sleeping lightly. As he 
beard tiie boy’s voice he unclosed his eyes, 
and asked: 

“ Hev ye brought pet fur me to see f” 

The men brought the boy forward. The 
patches on the miner’s face did not look as 
hideous as the blood, and Paul was not as 
frightened as before. 

“Be you Dave?” he asked, as be leaned 
over the miner. 

“ Yes, my che-ild, 1 ar’—kiss me once I” 
replied Dave. 

The boy did it, though unwillingly, and 
then lie shrank away again. 

“ He’s kinder scart like,” explained one 
of tiie men, “ but 1 reckon he loves ye jist 
the same 1” 

“I hope so—I hope sol” replied Dave; 
and there were tears in his eyes. 

Paul was very quiet for the next week. 
They made him understand that Dave w«s 
very sick, but might get well, and that it 
was necessary for some one else to take 


charge of him. " Dncle Slie " was the 
man chosen. He was a widower, with 
three or four children somewhere in the 
East, and was next best to Dave in all that 
would he needed in a guardian. He took 
the pet to his shanty, and in a little time 
the boy clung to him as he bad to Dave. 

There were days when Dave was wild 
with pain, and could have no one but the 
nurse around the shanty; and again there 
were times when he' was cheerful, and 
wanted the pet to sit by him. Afteratime 
the bones of the arm began to knit, and 
the wounds to heai, and it was settled that 
the miner would live. Then he wanted the 
pet restored to the shanty. 

“Seems as it I’d get well faster If the 
boy was here,” he pleaded; and the two 
men who had taken turns at nursing him, 
felt that a critical hour had arrived. 

They were not keen, sharp men in the 
study of human nature, but they had seen 
from the drat that the pet was to go back 
on Dave. It was hard for the boy to be¬ 
lieve that the crushed and wounded man, 
with his face so terribly destroyed, and his 
voice so altered, was Dave. He felt afraid 
of him from the start, and the longer he 
remained with Uncle Sile, the more he 
dreaded to go in and face Dave. 

“ It’ll nigh kill poor Dave when he finds 
that the boy don’t love him any morel” 
whispered one of the men, as they consult¬ 
ed together at the rear of the cabin. 

“ It’s goin’ to he awful tough, but Dave 
hex a brave heart, an’ p’raps he'll bear up,” 
replied the other. 

It was agreed that they should put the 
hour off as long as possible, by urging Dave 
to wait until be got a little stronger; and 
he consented to wait a week. He would 
then be well enough to crawl out into the 
sun, and perhaps when the boy saw him oS 
his sick bed his aversion would not be so 
strong. 

Uncle Sile’s big heart was full of love 
for the lad who slept every night on his 
arm, and who always addressed him as 
“grandpa;” but he felt that Dave had a 
better right, and he agreed with the nurses 
that pet must go back. They reasoned 
with the boy, coaxed and promised, but 
they found him as firm as a rock. 

“’Taint Dave—^Dave’s gone way oftP’ 
he sobbed, and he shuddered as he remem¬ 
bered tliat terrible-looking face. 

“P’raps it’ll all come right arlera lew 
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days,” safd Uncle Siie, tears In bis eyes; 
and ihej concluded to wait 

Dave picked up rapidly, and at the end 
of another week he was able to walk 
aroniid the gulch. The men had been very 
kind to him, and they rejoiced to see him 
out, though it would be weeks yet before 
he could use his arm. It had become gen¬ 
erally known that the pet had alienated 
himself from his best friend, and though 
the men felt sorry, they could not wonder 
at it. The sight of the left eye was de¬ 
stroyed, one corner of the mouth was tom 
out, the nose broken and the cheeks scarred; 
and there was not the least resemblance to 
Dave of old. 

The wounded man sent word around 
that he wanted to borrow a hand-glass, 
that he might see how badly his face was 
hurt; and here the miners displayed gen¬ 
uine charity. Glasses were always few, 
and at this time not a single one was to be 
found in the gulch. Owners hid them 
away and told lies, rather than that Dave 
should see his horrible scars. 

Uncle Sile moved to the upper end of the 
gulch, to postpone a meeting between Dave 
and the pet as long as possible, hoping that 
every day would make a change in the 
boy’s feelings. There was always some 
excuse for not bringing the boy down, and 
the dreaded meeting did not take place un¬ 
til nearly two weeks after the miner first 
crawled out. 

Then he would be pot oS no longer. 
Leaning on his cmtch, he hobbled up to 
Uncle Sile’s shanty. He looked much 
paler than usual, and his lips were hard 
shut, like oue who bad made a stem re¬ 
solve. Before going he slipped something 
Into bis bosom, whispering to himself: 

<■ If the pet goes back on me I might as 
Well die.” 

The word went through the gulch that 
Dave bad gone up, to see the pet, and the 
men at once knocked oS work, feeling that 
lometblug would happen. The boy was 
sailing chips in a kettle of spring water, 
and Uncle Sile was picking over beans for 
dinner. He grew pale and his voice' trem¬ 
bled as he welcomed Dave, and be prayed 
in his heart that pet’s love for the wounded 
man might suddenly return. 

“Myche-lld, don’tyeknowmef” asked 
Dave, as the hoy looked up and shrank 
away a little. 

"Ton aint Dave—you is ugly manr’ 
replied Paul. 


“ Come, my che-lld, come here,” coaxed 
Dave. 

Paul sidled up to Uncle Sile and clasped 
the old man’s arm for protection. 

“ Go and see Dave, my son I” coaxed 
Sile. 

“No—no—’taint Dave 1” cried the lad, 
beginning to tremble. 

“Yes It ar’, my che-lld,” said Dave. 
“ I’m the same as took care o’ ye, an’ was 
like yer father for months an’ months. 
Come an’ sit on my knee and kiss me like 
yer used to.” 

“No—no—nol” almost screamed the 
lad, showing that he was badly frightened. 

Uncle SUe would have carried him over 
to Dave, but his cries and screams alarmed 
the whole camp. 

There was a long time in which Dave sat 
with his head turned away, and his limbs 
shook as if he had a chill. Plnally he 
turned to Uncle Sile, and said: 

“I allers liked ye. Uncle Sile. Thar* 
was never anything between us, an' I know 
ye’ll answer me fair an’ square when I 
axes ye a queshun.” 

“Go on,” said Uncle Sile, in a husky 
voice. 

“ Don’t—don’t ye think the pet has gone 
hack on me?” asked Dave, shaking all 
over. 

“ Davo Warren, ye hev axed me a plain 
question,” said the old man, “ and afore ‘ 
God I’ll answer ye as I tblnkl Ye see, ye 
ar’ awfully clawed an’ bitten, an’ the boy 
don’t remember ye. I’d gin all the silver 
ever taken outer this gulch If he’d go back 
ter live with ye, but—but I’m afraid he— 
he never will.” 

He Was afraid ot a scene, but there was 
none. The wounded man seemed to make 
a giant effort to be cool, and he was cool. 
Only, there was a wonderful change in his 
voice as be said: 

“ I don’t blame ye, pardner, an’ I don’t 
blame the pel. I got it bad, and I specta X 
look fearful ugly. He ar’ only a ’frald 
cbe-ild, an’ I might hev known he’d be 
scart o’ me.” 

“ I hope he'll git over ft arlet a while, 
said Uncle Sile, relieved to find Dave so 
cool. 

"Pd gin a thousand dollars to klssblm 
once more, hnt I don’t want to scars 
him,” said Dave. “ I hope he’ll come up 
a good boy. That’s a pile o’ silver under 
the big stone in my shanty. Jim an’ Dan 
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must bev part of It, fur they took good 
care of me, but the rest ar* for the boy.” 

“ Why—you—-why—” said tJncleSUe, in 
alarm. 

‘‘Be good to the pet,” interrupted Dave, 
waving his hand; “ an* when he gits older 
tell him all about me. Here*s my hand, 
Uncle Sile, an* remember 1 donH bear ye 
any ill-will whatsumever.** 

He pulled his liand away from the old 
man, thrust It into his bosom, and next 
moment he was dead on the floor, and the 
cabin was full of smoke from bis dis¬ 
charged revolver. 

Uncle Sile leaped up and raised the dying 
man’s head, at the same time calling for 
aid; but he died before any one came in- 
died without another word. 

It was i\ sad crowd which stood in and 
around the cabin to listen to the old man’s 
explanations. 

“He war* too tender-hearted,” whis¬ 
pered one. 

“He didn’t care to live when the pet 
went back on him,” whispered another. 

“Pardners, I’d sooner bad my right arm 
cot off than to see this I” sobbed Uncle 
Sile. 

The pet crept up and looked at the 
bloody face, and then he skulked away 


and bid behind the bed, as if fearing that 
they would hold him guilty of murder. 

It was a great'shock to the gulch. Some 
of the men cried like children, and they 
were as tender as women when they 
dressed the corpse for the grave and car¬ 
ried it down to the shanty. There was no 
man of God in those wild regions, but 
when they stood around the open grave at 
sunset, each man with bowed head, Uncle 
Sile said: 

“He wasn’t a Christian roan, but his 
heart was right an’ good, an’ I believe the 
Lord will forgive him.” 

And thus they buried the*body. Stones 
were heaped up that the place might evex 
bo known, and on a plain board the knife 
of a miner cut the epitaph: 
«••»«»««•••••«««*•«««««* 

* DAVE WAKBEN. « 

* HE DIED * 

* FOR HIS LUV OF • 

* THE • 

* PET OP PEACH GULCH. < 

•«««•••««««««««*«•«««••# 
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THE PLAGUE SHIP. 
By JAMES D. m’cABE, JE. 


Is the year ot our Lord 18—, before 
steam had driven the old packet ships from 
the seas, the city of Philadelphia was the 
port to which the best and most popular 
vessels belonged. There was one line, 
especially, that held its piace in the public 
favor long after the steamers commenced 
to make such havoc in the old state of 
affairs. The largest and fleetest of the 
vessels of this line was the “ Sovereign of 
the Seas,” and sure am I that a finer ship 
never spread her canvas to the breeze. 
Everything was fitted up on a scale of the 
utmost magnificence, and nothing was left 
undone that could in the least contribute 
to the comfort of the passengers. 

The captain, Brydges by name, was an 
old sailor. He had been born at sea, and 
had passed all but twelve years of bis life 
on salt water. He loved the noble ship 
which he commanded, better than he did 
himself, and her loss was the hardest blow 
that ever fell upon him. How this came 
about, it is the purpose of these ps^es to 
relate. 

The year 18— is memorable for the fury 
with which that dreadful scourge, the 
cholera, swept through the busy populated 
cities of Europe and America. There are 
many still living, who remember with what 
terror people watched the progress of the 
pestilence through the land, and how they 
suHered almost death from their fears. It 
was a season of darkness and anguish, such 
as America had never known before. God 
grant the fearful drama may not be 
repeated 1 

It was on a bright July morning, in this 
terrible year, that “ The Sovereign of the 
Seas” sailed out of the Mersey for Phila¬ 
delphia. She had thirty passengers in the 
cabin, and three hundred in the steerage. 
All were cheerful and happy, and no one 
dreamed of the troubles that were to beset 
their voyage. They were leaving a land in 
which the pestilence was just beginning to 
appear, and seeking a now world, which as 
yet the scourge had left untouched. The 
fine weather and the balmy breezes gave 
them great cause for hope, and it would 


have been strange had any one experienced 
a fear for the future. 

Among the cabin passengers, was a young 
officer of the American navy. Lieutenant 
Walter Fairfax. He had been stationed in 
the Mediterranean, but his health had 
failed there, and he was now going back 
to the States to recover it. He was a fine 
handsome fellow, and withal a genuine 
seaman. The captain, who was also an 
American, took a fancy to him from the 
first, and his friendship seemed to be fully 
returned by tbe lieutenant, He kept the 
captain company In bis watch, and fre¬ 
quently relieved him of his duties. 

“The Sovereign of the Seas” had now 
been at sea six days. The weather had 
been all that could be desired, and the 
swift-tailing craft had made excellent time. 
The log showed that she was fully up to 
her usual speed, and tbe captain declared 
there was no doubt that they would reach 
Philadelphia quicker this time, than on 
any previous voyage which the ship had 
made. 

On the seventh day the weather grew 
cooler, and a misty disagreeable rain began 
to fall about twilight, which continued all 
night, and the next day. On the eighth 
night, a heavy fog settled down over the 
ocean, completely shutting out everything. 
It was impossible to see across the deck, 
and the mist was close and stifling. Very 
naturally, such unpleasant weather threw 
a gloom over the passengers. This time it 
even affected the crew, used as they were 
to such occurrences. The mate said to the 
captain that he felt as if something dread¬ 
ful was about to happen, and could not 
shake off the foreboding. The skipper 
laughed at the idea, but somehow the laugh 
had not its usual hearty ring. The fog 
was not only unpleasant. It was dangerous. 
The ship was right In the track of vessels 
to and from Europe and America, and it 
was not improbable that in the impene¬ 
trable gloom a collision might occur. This 
made the captain anxious and uneasy, and 
kept him on deck long after his watch was 
ended. Lieutenant Fairfax, whose expdri" 
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ence made him foUf alive to the danger, 
bore him company. 

The two were standing by the cabin door, 
and had relapsed into silence. Suddenly 
the yonng man raised his head, and peered 
anxiously into the mist. 

“What is the matter?’’ asked Captain 
Brydges. 

“ I am confident," replied the lieutenant, 
“ there is a large vessel near us. Ton are 
an old sailor, captain, and you must have 
felt that inexplicable mysterious conscious¬ 
ness which often assures men of our pro¬ 
fession of the presence of a ship, even 
when we cannot see it. I—’’ 

He was interrupted by a sound like the 
creaking of cordage. 

“ Keep her away,” cried the captain to 
the man at the wheel. “Down with your 
helm. Hard! bard I 'There’s a vessel off 
the port bow.” 

“Ship ahoy 1” came rattling across the 
water through the fog, the voice having 
that hoarse brazen sound which a trumpet 
imparts to it. “ What ship is that?” 

“ ‘ The Sovereign of the Seas,’ eight days 
out from Liverpool; bound for Philadel¬ 
phia,” hailed the captain, promptly, in 
reply. “ What ship is that?” 

“ Tell them in America to watch for me. 
I am on my way,” said the strange voice, 
in a tone that made the skipper shudder, 
in spite of himself. 

“Whatship is that?” Captain Brydges 
thundered, vexed that his question had not 
been answered. 

“ You will know soon enough. Ha, ha, 
ha!” 

The laughter seemed to ring through the 
ship with an infernal echo. The captain 
shook oS the feeling of dread which had 
crept over him at first. At that time the 
high seas were not entirely free from the 
presence of rovers, and he thought he had 
now encountered one of these crafts. He 
turned to Lieutenant Fairfax, and said: 

“ I think 1 had better assemble the crew. 
That rascal may attempt fool play with us, 
and—” 

He paused abruptly. The light from the 
cabin was shining full in the face of his 
companion, who had sank back against 
the wood-work for support. The yonng 
man’s face was as livid as that of a corpse, 
and be was trembling as with an agne. 

“ Great heavens, man?’ exclaimed Cap¬ 
tain Brydges. “ What is the matter ? Ton 
must be ill.” 


“lamnot well,” replied the lieutenant, 
feebly. “ I have had a sudden and terrible 
shock. Let the crew alone, captain. Yon 
will nut be troubled by this stranger again. 
I know what I say, and to-morrow I will 
explain it to you. To-night I cannot.” 

With these words, the yonng man passed 
into the cabin, and hurried into his state¬ 
room, leaving the commander .of the ship 
overwhelmed with astonishment, and not 
a little alarmed. The captain passed a 
sleepless night, and paced the deck rest¬ 
lessly until broad day. 

By the morning the fog had cleared 
away, and the weather had grown as warm 
as when the voyage began. All hands, 
passengers and crew, were delighted with 
the change. 

At breakfast, the seat of Lieutenant Fair¬ 
fax was vacant, and upon sending to bis 
stateroom to know the cause, answer was 
returned that he was very sick. Towards 
midday. Captain Brydges received a mes¬ 
sage from him to come to him at once. 
Upon entering the stateroom, the skipper 
found the ship’s surgeon sitting by the 
berth, looking very grave and sad. He 
was astonished and shocked at the change 
in the young lieutenant’s face. He seemed 
a complete wreck of what he had been the 
day before. 

“ I had no ides you were so sick,” said 
the skipper, “ or I would have been here 
before.” 

“I am a doomed man, captain,” said the 
lieutenant, faintly. “lam almost gone.” 

“ O no; not so bad as tbatT’ commenced 
the captain; but the sick man interrupted 
him. 

“ Captain Brydges,” he said, in a low 
startling voice, “I shall be a dead man by 
sunset. I ham the Asiatir, cholera in Ua 
woTStform.” 

The skipper started back in affright. 

“ My God r* he exclaimed. 

“It is true,” said Lieutenant Fairfax, 
speaking with great difficulty. “ I bad no 
cause to fear it when I came on board. 
God grant that mine may be the only 
case. As soon as I am dead, captain, sew 
me up in a blanket, and drop me overboard 
at once.” He paused a.moment, as if to 
gather strength, for he was very much ex¬ 
hausted, and then went on. “ I promised 
last nl^t to explain my strange words 
about the vessel we spoke. Who the per¬ 
son was that hailed you, or what is the 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproductioh prohibited without permission. 



character of the Tfissel he commaudSf I do 
not know. I only know that your being 
spoken by him bodes you no good. Two 
years ago, the frigate to wbieh I was at¬ 
tached .was spoken in a similar manner in 
the Straits of Gibraltar, and during the 
next week we lost one hundred of our men 
from cholera. I fear this is an evii omen, 
and that I am but the first of a long list of 
victims.” 

He sank back exhausted, and the cap¬ 
tain turned to the surgeon in a state of be¬ 
wilderment, and asked if the lieutenant 
was not wandering in his mind; but the 
surgeon answered that the mind of his 
patient was perfectiy clear, and that there 
was no doubt that he would die before 
sunset. It was the most rapid case of 
cholera he had ever known. He advised 
his commander to keep the circumstance 
secret. No other case might occur, and 
the knowledge of this one would be sure to 
produce a panic among the passengers and 
crew, that might lead to serious results. 

Lieutenant Fairfax died that afternoon. 
The surgeon told the passengers he had 
died at heart-disease, and accounted for 
his sudden burial by stating that he had 
requested it. With these explanations, 
the passengers were compelled to content 
themselves, but they were far from being 
satisfied. The studied reticence of the 
captain and surgeon, the only persons yet 
in the secret, convinced them that there 
was something connected with the death 
which the officers of the ship were anxious 
to conceal; and besides this, they had 
heard from the sailors the story of the 
mysterious ship that had hailed them on 
the previous night. These things made 
them dissatisfied, and before the next 
morning, the tenth day out, efiectually put 
an end to the careless enjoyment they bad 
hitherto experienced. 

The next morning the surgeon sought 
the captain with an anxious troubled face. 

There ace two cases of cholera in the 
steerage,” he said. “I have had them 
removed to the hospital. I am afraid they 
are very bad cases, sir, and that the pre¬ 
diction of poor Fairfax will be realized. 
God help us, if it shall be 1” 

“ We must keep cool, and do our best, 
doctor,” said the captain, gravely. “ We 
may weather the danger, after all, if we go 
about it right.” 

Captain Brydges was a brave man, and, 


better still, he was a God-fearing man. 
In times of danger he was as cool as on 
the pleasantest summer day, and under 
any and all circumstances, he strove to do 
his duty. He had little hope now that his 
vessel would escape the fury of the 
scourge which had broken out so mysteri¬ 
ously in it, but he meant to do his duty to 
the very last. 

During the day the surgeon reported six 
new oases, and towards night three of the 
patients died. Under the cover of the 
darkness, three bodies were thrown over¬ 
board. 

The next day six more cases were re¬ 
ported by the surgeon, who told the cap¬ 
tain they were of the most alarming type. 
It was impossible to keep the matter secret 
any longer. It became known to the pas¬ 
sengers that the cholera was in their 
midst, and there at once ensued a panic 
which bafiles all description. Captain 
Brydges almost wore himself out, trying to 
Induce them to ■ be calm. They seemed 
utterly incapable of listening to reason. 
It was horrible to think they were shut up 
In the narrow space of a ship, and seven¬ 
teen days from Philadelphia. In vain the 
captain warned them that their fright 
would expose them mpre fully to the dis¬ 
ease. They seemed to have entirely lost 
their self-control, and to be incapable of 
regaining it. 

Six weary terrible days passed away. 
The ship had now been out seventeen days, 
and eleven more must elapse before port 
would be reached. In those six days the 
pestilence had raged fearfully. One hun¬ 
dred passengers, including six of those in 
the cabin, and three of the crew, had been 
seized with it, and fresh victims were being 
added every day. The deaths reached the 
frightful number of twelve a day, so that 
in this time seventy-two persons had died. 
There seemed no sign of the sickness 
abating, and on the twentieth day of the 
voyage the ship’s surgeon died. Captain 
Brydges could not repress the wish that he 
might be taken, too, for the fearful trial 
had almost turned his brain. 

After the surgeon’s death the disease in¬ 
creased with greater rapidity, and the 
deaths became more numerous. The cap¬ 
tain noticed that the fright of the passen¬ 
gers had given place to a recklessness that 
frightened him. Several times he saw one 
of the cabin passengers in close conversa- 
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tlon with some of the crew and steerage 
passengers. Their manner and looks ex¬ 
cited bis surprise. He called one of the 
men to him, and asked what they were 
talking about. The man evaded an an¬ 
swer to the question, and upon its repeti¬ 
tion, refused to reply to it. Another was 
interrogated, with the same result. The 
captain now became alarmed. He felt 
sure that the terror of the passengers and 
crew bad driven them to some desperate 
course. What it might be he hardly dared 
to think. Land was only eight days dis¬ 
tant; but alas! if matters continued un¬ 
changed, they might never reach it. Out 
of three hundred and thirty passengers 
that had saiied from Liverpool, there were 
scarcely two hundred remaining, and six 
of the crew liad died. Now that the sur¬ 
geon had been taken, there was no one on 
board capable of treating the disease, and 
nothing could be done to check it. No 
wander the stout-hearted sailor’s hair 
turned gray; no wonder the bitter tears 
coursed down bis bronzed cheeks. He 
had never known such sorrow as this—to 
see hundreds of fellow-creatures commit¬ 
ted to bis care perishing, without hk Itav- . 
Ing the power tornid them. 

There was little ceremony shown to the 
dead. As fast as they were found to be 
lifeless, they were thrown into the sea. 
It was not a time to think of the dead. 
Humanity required that the only care 
should be for the living, and it was neces¬ 
sary to remove the corpses at once, so that, 
if it were possible, the number of victims 
might not be Increased. 

On the twenty-third day of the voyage 
matters came to a crisis. Captain Bryd'ges 
was standing by the wheel, gazing sadly 
into the water, when some one touched 
him on the shoulder. Looking up, he saw 
that it was one of the passengers. 

“Well, Mr. Lane," ho said, gravely, 
“have you anymore bad news to report?" 

“Ihave come to say that we have de¬ 
cided to abandon the ship, captain,” said 
the other, firmly. 

“ Whom do you mean ?” asked the skip¬ 
per, slowly and sternly. 

“ The passengers and crew. All who 
are able to go in the boats,” was the reply. 

“ Yon forget, sir, that 1 command this 
ship, aiid that I will tolerate no inter¬ 
ference.” 

The captain’s voice was stern, for he 


could not bear that any one should rob 
him of any of bis antbority on board 
“ The Sovereign of the Seas.” 

“ I do not forget it,” said the other; and 
his tone was that of a man who is resolved 
to make good his words. “We would have 
proposed, it to you at first, but we knew 
you would not consent. You must look at 
the matter plainly, captain. Nearly one- 
half of our uuraber have fallen victims to 
the cholera, and if we remain longer in 
this ship, we may ail die.” 

“ But land is only four or five days dis¬ 
tant,” said the captain, pleadingly. “ I 
pledge you my honor I’ll land you all as 
soon as we make Capo May.” 

“Five days may destroy us,” replied the 
passenger. “ We must take our fate into 
our own bands. Men in our position must 
look out for life before anything else. We 
have decided to leave the vessel, and make 
for the land in the boats. We shall be in 
no more danger than we are now. Will 
you go with us ?” 

“Mr. Lane,” said the captain, “the 
owners of this vessel gave her to me to 
take into port. Please Hod I shall yet do 
so; and 1 warn you that if any of my crew 
try to leave me, I shall shoot them.” 

“1 feared as much,” his companion 
said. “ Do your duty, men.^’ : 

In a twinkling the captain was seized by 
six stout men, and, almost before be re¬ 
covered from his surprise, he was bound 
securely. 

The work of abandoning the vessel be¬ 
gan. The boats, were made ready, and 
they were more than sufficient for the ac¬ 
commodation of those who could leave 
them. Provisions and everything neces¬ 
sary were placed in them. Thirty persons 
were too ill to be moved, and they were 
left to their fate. Their companions rea¬ 
soned not unfairly that they must die, and 
that their object in deserting the ship 
would be greatly endangered, if they took 
with them any who were at all affected by 
the disease. Captain Brydges, when be 
found that his threats and appeals were in 
vain, commanded them to leave him with 
bis ship, declaring that he would share the 
fate of “ The Sovereign of the Seas,” 
whatever it might be. But this command 
was equally unheeded, and he was placed 
in one of the boats; without being un¬ 
bound, and lowered with it over the Side. 

In consequence of the refusal of the cap- 
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t^n to sanction the proceeding, the com¬ 
mand of the party had been entrasted to 
the first mate, be being the one best fitted 
to direct the morements of the iittle 
flotilla. 

At last everything was in readiness. 
The boats were filled, and were moving ofl 
from the ship, when loud cries were heard 
on the vessel, and the poor wretches who 
were left to perish came rushing on deck, 
supplied by their despair with artificial 
strength. They had discovered the inten¬ 
tions of their companions at the last mo¬ 
ment, and had come to beg them not to 
desert them. Some sank down on the 
deck, exhausted, whiie others, supporting 
themselves by the bulwarks, uttered the 
most piteous cries. The men in the boats 
sobbed like children, and the women an¬ 
swered the cries of the doomed ones with 
heart-rending shrieks. Poor Captain Bryd- 
ges lay where they bad placed him, groan¬ 
ing with anguish. His whole soul revolted 
at leaving the people on the ship, and his 
heart was wrung with bitter grief to desert 
the beautiful vessel of which be was so 
proud. There was a plunge into the wa¬ 
ter, then another, and another. The most 
desperate of the vletlma were trying to 
swim to the boats. But their strength was 
not equal to the task, and they sank one 
after another into the deep waters. 

Such dreadful and unlooked-for scenes 
seemed to have rendered every one incapa¬ 
ble of motion. They were roused by the 
mate. 

“ Give way there I” he shouted, savagely. 
“ We must be gone from here at once.” 

The rowers bent to tbeir oars with a 
will, and the boats shot off over the blue 
waters, now as smooth as glass. Kot a 
word was spoken. The mate’s boat led the 
way, and be steered as directly as possible 
for the coast of New Jersey. An hour 
passed away. Suddenly there was a cry 
from one of the boats: 

*• Look at the ship I” 


’ All eyes were turned in that direction 
The vessel had scarcely changed her posi 
tion. From her decks a heavy thick cloud 
of black smoke was rising, and soon bright 
flashes of flame could be seen through the 
pall, and at last the bull and rigging were 
wrapped in a solid sheet of fire. 

Captain Brydges grew almost frantic as 
he beheld this, so that he was not unbound 
until long after "The Sovereign of the 
Seas " had settled down forever under the 
waves she bad once sailed over so royally. 
When released, the captain swore he would 
take vengeance on all concerned in the 
desertion of the ship, as soon as they 
should reach the land.' During the rest of 
the voyage he was silent and stern, scarcely 
replying to what was said to him. 

The mate, as we have said, steered right 
for the Jersey coast. Everything seemed 
to favor the voyagers. The weather con¬ 
tinued mild and delightful, and no new 
cases of sickness occurred. They had suc¬ 
ceeded In leaving the plague behind them. 
They suffered much, however, from ex¬ 
posure to the sun, and at night exerted 
themselves unusually to decrease the dis¬ 
tance between themselves and land.. 

At last the Highlands, which have 
cheered so many a manner’s heart, were 
seen, and soon after the whole party were 
safe on American soil. It had been a 
fearful and trying voyage, and they had 
commenced it so hopefully and fearlessly I 
Never, in after life, could any of those 
whd had taken part in the events we have 
related recall them without a shudder. It 
seemed strange they lived through them. 

Captain Brydges did not execute bis 
threat of vengeance. He was taken sick 
immediately after landing, and a long and 
dangerous illness followed. When he re¬ 
covered he could find no trace of his crew. 
He never got entirely over the loss of his 
vessel, and those who knew him best said 
his grief for the gallant craft did much 
towards hasteninghis death, six years later. 
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THE PKIZE AT SCHOOL. 

BT HAST BBLES BOOBET. 


SiBEKOE reigned in the schoolroom, ex¬ 
cept for the scratching of pencils as they 
moved rapidly over the slates, or the oc¬ 
casional rustle of a hastily-turned leaf. 
The stir caused by the return to their seats 
of the scholars who had joined in the last 
recitation had entirely subsided, when the 
teaclier rapped authoritatively on his desk, 
thereby attracting toward himself the gaze 
of upwards of a hundred attentive eyes. 
He then proceeded to inform the scholars, 
that on the afternoon of the next day they 
would receive a visit from the school com¬ 
mittee, comprising three well-known gen¬ 
tlemen, who would bear their recitations, 
and judge of their progress. The class in 
reading was to be called upon especially, 
and to the scholar who should best read a 
shot t .selection given out by the committee, 
k prize would be awarded—a heatiy-bound 
copy of Whittier'spoems, which the teacher 
held up fur inspection as he spoke. The 


interest felt in this announcement was evi¬ 
dently very great, and extended from proud 
Anna Clayton in the back seat to little 
Jimmy Jackson away down in tiie front 
seat of all, who, though Ire sat right under 
the teacher’s own eyes, would nevertheless 
contrive to set the whole school in a roar 
sometimes, by some mischievous action. 
It is only fair, however, to say that Jimmy 
generally paid dear for his amusement, and 
went home a sadder if not a wiser boy 
after such performances. 

On this occasion, just as the interest of 
the school was at its height, there came the 
sound of a suppressed snicker from Jim¬ 
my’s direction, and he was discovered 
stuffing his handkerchief into his mouth 
in a vain attempt to bide bis laughter. 

“Jimmy Jackson 1“ said the teacher, 
sternly, “ what do you mean by such con¬ 
duct? What are you iaugbing at?” 

“I couldn’t help it, sir. Indeed 1 
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cooldn’tr’ .pleaded Jimmy, with a some¬ 
what soberer face. "1 was only ja'st think¬ 
ing how fanny It would bo if Kannle 
Oeorge should get the prize, and how mad 
Anna Clayton would be.” 

The corners of the teacher’s mouth 
twitched, while a very general titter ran 
over the schoolroom, for haughty Anna 
Clayton was the most unpopular girl in 
school, and Jimmy’s strong dislike for her 
was well-known, as well as his equally 
strong liking for the quiet little Nannie 
Geoige, who, though considerably younger 
than Anna, was often her superior In 
.scholarship. But the teacher’s dignity 
must be maiutained, ami he reproved Jim¬ 
my quite severely, while Anna Clayton 
tossed her head scornfully, and Naimie 
blushed crimson in her bashful confusion, 
at being mentioned In such a way. 

After this little interruption the classes 
were called as usual, and nothing more 
was said until after school had closed for 
the day. Then the busy tongues were let 
loose and each one bad somethitig to say 
about to-morrow. Anna Clayton’s particu¬ 
lar friend, Jenny Newton, declared that 
she knew Anna would take the prize, for, 
she said, with a curl of her lip—“ Of course 
she can read better thati that little Nan 
George that has to work out for a living, 
her folks are so poor, and that hasn’t a 
decent dress to come to school in. Why, 
her best dress aint so good as Anna’s cast¬ 
off ones I A pretty sight it would be to see 
her walking up to Mr. Ross with that old 
faded delaine dress on, to read. I shouldn’t 
think she’d think of such a thing as coming 
to school at all to-morrow, looking as she 
does. I'd slay away, if I were in Aer place.” 

The last part of this unkind speech was 
spoken very loud, as if Jenny wished Nan¬ 
nie to hear it, aud if such was her desire 
she did not speak in vain! Every word 
was like a dagger to Nannie’s sensitive 
heart, and the quick tears tilled her eyes to 
overilowing in a moment, while she silent¬ 
ly put on her plain straw hat and gathered 
up her books, feeling as if she could never 
be happy again. 

” For shame, JonayT’ cried kind Alice 
Adams, who was always Nannie’s friend 
in time of trouble. “Nannie has just as 
good a fight to win the prize as any of us, 
and I’m sure I ho^ she will. As for her 
dress, you can’t say but that it is always 
clean, and the rest she isn’t to blame for. 


I wish that. you and I were half as good 
and pretty as she la, of as good scholars, , 
either;” and with this iiiilignaiit speech 
Alice went up to Naniiie and put her arm 
around her protectiiigly. 

“O, very well,” said Jenny, as she 
walked away arm in arm with Anna, “if 
you choose to associate with beggars, you 
can—my taste is different.” 

Poor Nannie, who had managed to bear 
Jenny’s cruel speeches in silence, sobbed 
outright at Alice’s kind defence, and 
yielded to so violent a fit of giief that li,er 
friend became alarmed. But at last she 
grew more quiet, though her face was still 
very sad. 

“ Alice,” said she, as they walked along 
together, “ 1 wish 1 could stay at home 
from school to-morrow, for I never can 
read before Mr. Ross now. O dcarl O 
dear I why can’t I have pretty dresses and 
a nice home like the other girls? And 
then, when I try so hard to gel my lessons 
well, to have Jenny and Anna treat me so. 
—it is so hard—so hard! 0 dear I I don’t 
believe 1 have a friend in the world but 
you I” 

“ O ye8,you have, Nannie,” replied Alice * 
“ everybody that knows you likes you ex¬ 
cept those that are jealous because you can 
dobetterthau theycan. Only the otherday 
Mr. Ross told mother that you vyere his 
best scholar, and a very nicely-behaved 
little girl. What do you think of that? 
But don’t go to thinking of staying away 
from school to-morrow, for that is just 
what Anna and Jenny want, I do beljeve, 
and it would be a shame to give up to them 
so. No, you are just as good as any of 
them, and a good deal belter than some, 
and you mustn’t think anything abbut your, 
dress, for you look well in it, nor their 
mean speeches, for they don’t amount to 
anything. You know that I’m your friend 
always, and 1 want you to promise me that 
you will go to sebobi to-morrow and read 
just the best you can when your turn' 
comes.” 

Nannie hesitated, but at last, promised, 
and entered the door of-the house where 
she lived with a little mure courage in hef 
heart, and a somewhat brighter expression 
on her tear-stained face. 

“O Nannlel are you come?” said Mrs. 
Cartef, -as the child entered the large 
- kitdheu. “1 want you to put your booke 
right away and take the baby, for iny head 
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aches as 11 It -would split, and he’s awfully, 
worrisome.’’ 

‘Yes ma’am,” said Nannie, and hast¬ 
ened to obey. 

It was no slight task to quiet baby Tomr 
my, who, as bis mother bad said, was very 
‘‘ worrisome,” and Nannie had enough to do 
without tliiiiking very ranch of her own 
sorrows, tliough she did wish that she 
could see her own dear raotlier and tell her 
all about them. And then she thought 
bow it might trouble her, and concluded 
that perhaps it was best as it was. 

Nannie’s mother was a widow, and she 
had lound it very hard indeed to earn bread 
and shelter for her four little ones. So 
when Mrs. Carter had offered to take Nan¬ 
nie and give her her board, and allow her 
to attend the public school for what help 
she would be about the house, Mrs. George 
had felt that Nannie must go, though her 
tears fell fast at the thought of separation. 
To Nannie it was a bitter blow, but she was 
a brave little girl, and always tried to do 
the best she could wherever she was. Mrs. 
Carter was npt unkind, and when she 
found that the little girl was faithful and 
true, she allowed her more privileges, and 
though Nannie had many homesick hours, 
she consoled herself by striving to do al¬ 
ways as she ktiew her mother would wish 
her to do if she were present. Her sharp.; 
est trials sprang from the heartlessness of 
a very few of her schoolmates, who envied 
her for the ease with which, she mastered 
her studies, and grudged her the honors 
•which she so fairly won. They were un¬ 
generous enough, as Alice Adams said, to 
“ Iwii upoii facls,” and thus remind poor 
Nannie of what she would have found it 
hard to forget under any circumstances, 
for she was both proud and sensitive. Mr. 
Koss, Nannie’s teacher, saw with pleasure 
the progress which she made at school, and 
gave her many eucoiiraglng words that 
were as precious to the child’s heart as 
water is to the tlilrsty. She had a very soft 
sweet voice, and read correctly and with a 
great deal of expression, but she had read 
Very little poetry, while Anna Clayton was 
very fund of boasting itf the compliments 
she had received as a good reader of verse. 

” f know Anna Clayton will get the prize 
to morrow,” thought Nannie, just before 
she went to sleep (bat nlgbtj ’.’and I’m 
.sure Isliouldn’t care if she would only be 
kind to me—slie and Jenny Newton. 1 


never did them any harm; I don’t see why 
they should bate me so. It is mean in 
then),' and sometimes I almost bate them 
back again, but I know mother would say 
’ Don’t do wrong, dear, because they do,’ 
and I try to forget it. 'Wliat a dear girl 
Alice isT’ And so she drifted on into the 
land of dreams, and dreamed that she went 
to'school arid Mr. Ross frowned ather, and 
told her if she did not behave better be 
did not want ber to come any more. Tlieii 
she thought Anna Clayton won the book 
of poems, and llirew it at her, so that it 
struck against her head, and she awoke to 
find that her head was resting against the 
bard bedstead, and it was time to gel up. 
she said the little prayer tliat iter mother 
liad taught her, and that someliow always 
madeherfeel more cheerful and contented, 
and then went about her morning duties 
quite happily, feeling as if she could see 
Anna Clayton win the prize, without a 

pang- 

The day passed very much as usual until 
the time arrived for the expected visit of 
the scboal committee, when there was a 
hush of anticipation, soon followed by Uie 
entrance of the three gentlemen. The 
classes were called up, one after another, 
and at last the reading class took its place. 
Ariila Clayton wore a very stylish showy 
dress, her hair was crimped and puffed, 
and she was evidently got up for the oc¬ 
casion. She look her place with an air of 
pride, and a glance of scornful amusement 
at Nannie, who wore the faded dress that 
was her ordinary sefaool-wear, while Iier 
dark-brown curls were arrariged neatly and 
simply as usual. Her brown eyes were a 
little sad, and lier face was a littfe pale, 
but very sweet, neverth'eless, ■ 

At first prose selections were given out 
and read by the scholars, but tbe real test 
of their advancement was to be the extract 
from Whittier. That portion of Sno»- 
Round was selected which commences; 

. “ Waat matter how the night behaved I” 

It need not be said that some of tbe read¬ 
ers made sad work of it, while others did 
far belter. Anna Clayton read clearly and 
distinctly, and it was easy to see that she 
expected no rival. _ Then little Nannie 
George took the book, and with kindling 
eyes she read the beautiful lines ias if'her; 
soul were in them, bringing out the melody 
of her soft voice better and belter with 
each liiie. 
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There wiU -eilence' In' the' sbhAhlfttani'. ■ 
Anna CUjtoti'eha'hged color, and tap^d" 
the floor nervously ■wltli her foot. The 
teacher arose and said: 

“ The prize to be bestowed upon the best 
reader has been allotted by the gentlembn 
, of .the committee to Hiss Naiinie George, 
and it is with pleasure that Inow'give 'it 
to her, adding to It my commendation for 
her perfectly ghod behaviour and rapid 
progress in her. studies since'I have been 
her teacher.” 

Here he banded the pretty volume to 
blushing Hahnie, who was equally sur¬ 
prised, and pleased at this unexpected 
honor, but retained her senses enough to 
say—“ Thank you, sir.” 

Jimmy Jackson, managing to catch the 
eye of Anna Clayton, who sat with pout¬ 
ing lips, began to heave the most terrible 
sighs, and to wipe away imaginary tears 
with the corner of his pocket-handkerchief, 
varying the performance with grins of sin¬ 
cere delight. As usual, Mr. Boss caught 


hlii|afhis tricks;'atld ' ^Ve' 'hind a shar^ 
piniin of' the Mrj hui otherwise' let liim go ? 
unpunished. — 

As lor Alice Adhms, she could not have 
worn a more sunny face If she bad received 
the prize herself, and she kept squeezing i 
Nannie’s hand under the seat, to show tier 
joy at the turn'affairs bad taken. ' 

After school was over Anna and Jenny 
walked away' trying to look indifferent, 
and Anna was heard to atj—“0 welllT’m 
sure J didn’t want the book. 'We’ve got a 
great deal nicer copy of Whittier than tli^t 
at home, and I shouldn’t have known 
what to do with it. I suppose Nannie 
Qeorge never owned such a book before.’ 

To Nannie her prize was indeed a prize 
in more'ways than one,.and slie has read 
its p^es many tithes over. Since tlie day 
when she woii it she has'made new and 
kind friends, and she is now the petted 
adopted child in a wealthy family. But 
she and Alice Adams are as fast frieiids 
as ever. 
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THE RIVAL MATES. 

A Tale of tlie Sea atid SItore. 

BT BBBD STINSOIf. 


Wnj, White and Bill Black belonged to 
the same town, a quiet little country-place 
in the northern part of New Tork State. 
Will was a handsome falr-halred and blue¬ 
eyed young fellow, about one-and-twenty, 
a great favorite with the girls, not only on 
account of his good looks, but also for his 
onod-nature and merrv wavs. Black was 
also a very handsome man, of a very dark 
complexion, and black curly hair. He was 
about twenty-six years old, and very taci¬ 
turn, unless excited; and If made angry, 
his features assumed a satanical expres¬ 
sion that was anything but pleasant to look 
upon. In fact, he was a man more ad¬ 
mired for his figure and face than for his 
social qualities. He was a thorough sea¬ 
man, and at the time of which I write 
he held the position of second mate on 
board the A 1 half-clipper ship Ina, com¬ 
manded by Captain Nathaniel Coflin, who, 
of course, as his name implied, belonged 
to Nantucket. 

Will. White was also a sailor, and was 
now, for the first time, enjoying the pleas¬ 
ures and responsibilities of authority as 
third officer of the Ina, he having made 
one voyage previous in her before the 
mast, when Black was third mate. 

The ship was lying in New Tork, loading 
ageneral cargo for Valparaiso, from whence 
she was chartered to return with a cargo 
of copper oar. 

Now, both our sailor boys were anxious 
to go home before sailing, and air their 
newly-acquired honors, and spend a few 
dollars of their advance in their native 
village. So, they each obtained a week’s 
liberty, one to follow the other; and Mr. 
Black availed himself of the privilege first, 
and departed for Ambleslde, with a deter¬ 
mination to see what effect his promotion 
and manly appearance would have on the 
belle of the village, pretty Alice Ware. 
Captain James Ware, her father, was the 
richest man in the place, and a retired 
shipmaster. He was very well aware of 
William Black’s disposition towards his 
daughter, and he rather favored his suit. 


for Black had made his first voyage with 
the old man, and had pleased him by his 
smartness; and the old gentleman. often 
remarked that there was the making of a 
smart shipmaster in Bill Black, and that 
seemed to him the acme of all human great¬ 
ness. However, as usual, the maiden was 
not of the same opinion of her father, and 
she favored White rather more than Bill 
Black; though up to this time she had 
thought it advisable to keep two strings to 
her bow, and had alternately smiled on 
one and then on the other. I think, though. 
Master Will got the largest share of smiles. 
In fact, like all acknowledged belles, she 
was a coquette, and thus, you see, Messrs. 
White and Black were rivals. When the 
least favored suitor returned from his na¬ 
tive place, his face appeared more saturnine 
than usual; but this did not elicit any re¬ 
marks from White, as be was unaware of 
his rival’s penchant for Alice. Black was 
equally ignorant of Will’s attachment in 
that quarter, for neither of them had been 
home at the same time, thus giving the fair 
Alice a chance to enjoy her passion for 
fiirtatlon to its fullest extent. 

The few questions that White Mked 
Black about the people at home were very 
briefly answered, and Will started, not very 
much enlighten^ as to how things were in 
his native village, from which he bad been 
gone a year. He was determined, however, 
to try his luck, and see if he could win the 
belle of Ambleside. He had wooed her 
ever since they wore pinafores, and went 
to school together. 

Fortune favored the brave, and when the 
time came for Will to leave Ambleside and 
join his ship, Alice rejoiced in a new ring 
on the forefinger of her left hand, and he 
was happy in the possession of a lock of 
brown hair and a tintype—the photograph 
she had been saving for him having myste¬ 
riously disappeared out of her album the 
week before. 

The old captain was duly notified of his 
daughter’s choice; and though he favored 
the rejected lover, he did not object strongly 
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to the accepted one, for . he doted too 
mnch on his daughter (bis only child) to 
cross her in anything. So, with a wish, 
that it bad been Bill Black instead of 
Will White, he cessed to think of it any 
more, and let things take their course. 

The fortunate lover returned to his ves¬ 
sel, and when her topsails were sheeted 
home there was not a more cheerful voice 
or a lighter heart among the twenty-eight 
souls who composed the crew of the Ins, 
than Will White’s. He was aware of 
Black’s rejection, for Hiss Aiice, with a 
woman’s vanity, bad informed him of it 
after she bad consented to make him 
happy. 

Ninety-six days after leaving New York 
the Ins came to anchor in the harbor of 
y alparaiso. During the passage neither of 
the mates spoke about their love affairs, 
and Biack was ignorant of his rival’s suc¬ 
cess where he had failed. 

One Sunday, just before leaving on the 
homeward passage, a friend of Black’s, the 
mate of a vessel just arrived in port, came 
on board to see him. White was seated 
on a cavai, on the starboard side, right op¬ 
posite the window of the second mate’s 
room, reading a book. Any loud talk 
that might occur inside the room be could 
hoar distinctly, as ho was to leeward, and 
the draft through the open door of the 
room blew directly out of the window. 

The second mate and his visitor were in 
the room, and from the peculiar gurgling 
sound and clicking of glasses, it is to be. 
supposed that the two were enjoying them¬ 
selves. After a. while. Black, sailor-like, 
commenced to show his friend his treas¬ 
ures; such as his revolver, his books, and 
among other things, his photograph album, 
which was a ponderous affair that he had 
bought at some cheap John’s auction, and 
which he kept in sundry folds of old can¬ 
vas, and called it real morocco. His friend 
went through the book, commenting on the 
different pictures in a very lively strain. 
Some he knew, and some he did not, and 
those with whom he was unacquainted he 
asked, Tankee-like, all sot^ of possible 
questions about. At last he came to one 
that excited his.curlosity, for it was tamed 
face in. ' 

“ Well, who is this ?” he asked. “ Tour 
girl, I bet a dollar; and she’s so homely 
that yon daren’t show her face, and so you 
keep it turned in.” 


This floated through the window ^W^iU, 
for he, too, in looking through the second 
mate’s alburn, bad noticed this picture, 
turned face in, but had never spoken of it, 
and be was now anxious to bear what 
reply would be made to the friend’s insin¬ 
uation. 

“ Tes, she used to be a girl of mine,” re¬ 
plied Black. “ But let me take it out and 
show you. Yon wont talk much about 
homeliness when you see the face, I reck¬ 
on. There, what do you think of it now?” 
And in a triumphant manner he threw the 
picture he had taken from the album be¬ 
fore his friend. 

“By Georger’ was the exclamation; 
“ she is handsome, and no mistake. Where 
did yon mn afoul of her?” 

“0, she’s a little wench I met when I 
was home up country. She got quite gone 
on me. She gave me a lot of little keep¬ 
sakes, and this picture; and I think she 
would have insisted on giving me herself, 
but I got sick of It in a couple of weeks, 
and cleared out. Her name was Ware— 
Alice Ware. You know her father. Cap¬ 
tain Jim Ware ?” 

The second mate made this speech in 
quite a nonch^ant manner, little thinking 
that there was a second listener to his in¬ 
sulting remarks and atrocious lie. 

Will’s first impulse was to go into the 
speaker’s room and demand a retraction of 
his words, and take possession of the pic¬ 
ture ; but on second thought, he.concluded 
to remain quiet until the visitor bad de¬ 
parted. So be spent the interim walking 
up and down the deck, fuming and fret¬ 
ting, and growing more wrathful every mo¬ 
ment. At last the visitor took his depart¬ 
ure; and when Black returned from seeing 
him off at the gangway, be found the third 
mate in his room, looking as dark as a 
thunder-cloud. It did not take the enraged 
lover long to come at the business in hand. 
Block had hardly got over the threshold of 
the door when Will commenced: 

“Bill Black, I overheard what you said 
to ypur friend about-jUice Ware! Now, I 
tell you it’s an Infernaj lie, all of it; and 
unless you take it all back, 1 shall inform 
him of .it, and tell him how you gpt posses¬ 
sion of that picture.” 

“Well, how did I.get.possessionof that 
picture?” said Black.: i. 

“ You stole it,” was the answer, - j. 

“ if I did, is that any of your business ?” 
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questioned Black, growing a little wrathy 
himself. 

“If you don’t give it to me inside of a 
minute, you’ll find I’ll make it some of my 
business,’’ was the warlike answer. “That 
picture was intended for me, and I, for the 
last time, demand it of you, with an apol¬ 
ogy for what you said about the original.’’ 

It seemed to flash through the second 
mate’s brain that his rival stood before 
him, and he proceeded at once to prove 
whether he was right or not. 

“ So,” he sneered, “ it was for you Alice 
Ware gave me the sack; and now you want 
her picture. Prove me first your right to 
it, and then perhaps X may give it to 
you.” 

Instantly White put his hand into his 
pocket, and drew from it Alice’s last letter. 
He then read enough from it to prove that 
he was engaged to her, and had a right in 
demandingber picture and protecting her 
name from insult; also proving to Black 
that his suspicions were correct. But this 
only served to irritate him more, and in¬ 
stead of giving White the picture, he shook 
it In his face, saying: 

“You are engaged, are you? Well, 
when you get your wife, you may have the 
picture, and not before; and I’ll try my 
best to bar you from both.’’ 

He had hardly finished speaking when 
White bad snatched the picture from his 
hand, and stowed it away in his pocket, 
exclaiming, as be did so; 

“You’ll have to be smarter than that, • 
Bill Black, to bar me from anything that 1 
set out for.” 

Black’s reply to this was a well-directed 
blow at his rival’s head with the leaded- 
bottom stateroom lamp that s’ood on bis 
desk. White dodged the missile, and re¬ 
turned the compliment with interest, bring¬ 
ing his left hand in contact with his oppo¬ 
nent’s face with such force as to make that 
member strike agalust the bunk-board in a 
very savage manner. Black was not long 
in recovering, however, and then they went 
at it hammer and tongs. They were pretty 
evenly matched in size and weight, and for 
a short time it was nobody’s fight, and they 
went round the small space they had in the 
stateroom very lively, falling over chests, 
ripping down desk, bursting out bunk- 
boards, and demolishing everything that 
they ran against in the conflict.' At last 
the superior wind and strength of White— 


as yet unimpaired by any dissipation—be¬ 
gan to tell; and when the'captain and> 
mate, who had been informed of the fracas 
by the steward, arrived on the scene, onr 
hero bad his opponent on the floor of the 
stateroom, and was pummelling him to his 
heart’s content. It was with difficulty that 
they dragged him o3 and released Black 
from his ciutcbes. 

The vanquished man did not leave' bis 
stateroom for over a week, and even then 
he showed signs of a severe handling. 
Will kept the picture, and the cause of the 
quarrel was never alluded to afterwards. - 

Not long after this they started on their 
homeward passage, and nothing of any coii- 
sequence occurred until in about 358 south 
latitude, jiist about off the mouth of the 
river Plata, when they encountered a very 
heavy pampero. It was abbu't four bells icT 
the middle watch when it commenced, and 
all hands were called to cloie-reef the toje 
salls and furl the courses, all the lighter 
sails having been taken in before. As soon 
as the topsails were clewed down, and the 
foresail and mainsail hauled up, the crew 
went aloft to the foretopsail, and com¬ 
menced to reef, the second mate in tlie 
bunt, and the third mate at the weather- 
earing. After they had taken the first 
reef in—they were taking them in separate, 
instead of two reefs in one—^White, who, 
as I said before, was on the weather-yard¬ 
arm, sang out for a fresh reef-earing, as- 
he found that the one be had sent up just 
before dark, be having apprehended a 
reefing match, bad disappeared, probably 
chafed ofi. It was but a few seconds after 
he sang out when a man slid down the lift 
and handed him a spare earing, and then 
stepped on the foot-rope alongside of him, 
and commenced to help him pass the earing, 
and pick up the dog’s-ear of the sail. Ha 
did not pay any attention as to who the 
man was, and it was so dark tliat, without 
a very close scrutiny, it would be impossible 
to tell. He succeeded in getting the earing 
rove, and the bight passed around his body, 
so as to give him a better purchase, and 
commenced hauling out to windward. He 
had got the reef cringle hauled pretty well 
out, and was lying back for a last pull, ex¬ 
pecting every moment to hear the second 
mate shout from the bunt to make fast to 
windWard, when he heard the expected 
voice close to him, hissing: 

“ Try the South Atlantic for a change. 
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It is the quickest road to bqave'n, qhd a' 
long way from Alice "^are.” 

At the same time that these words wefe 
being spoken tliere Was the flash of a knife, 
and our hero felt the earing' on which he 
was pulling back give way, and then a 
stinging sensation in bis breast, and the 
next moment he was struggling in the wa¬ 
ter. The cry of inan overboard Imme-. 
diately, resounded, above the roar of the, 
wind, and such floafable articles u were. 
knocking [round deck were at once flung 
oyer the side, in hopes that some of them 
might strike within reach of the suffering 
man. The yards were braced, up skatp, 
and the ship was brought up to the wind 
and bove-to as quickly as possibIe,.and the; 
men were mustered, to find out .who it was 
had falleu over. The second mate supplied _ 
the liiforinalion without any trouble, and. 
informed the captain that White must have 
rove the earing in such a manner that a 
strain pulled it right out of the cringle, for 
there was no part of it to be found; and 
therefore H^lte must have held ou tbit 
when he fell, and taken it over with him. 

Any suspicion that the captain might 
have bad of Black’s participation in the ac¬ 
cident was immediately expelled by his 
offering to go in the boat in search for his, 
brother officer. This proffer was it once 
accepted, and calling for volunteers to ac¬ 
company him, and selecting four,, preparar, 
tions began to.launch one of the quaruf-, 
boau. All this did not occupy one-iialf. 
the time it tokes to tell it in, but before the 
davlt-^ys could be cut and the boat swung 
outboard, the long-e^cted pampero struc^ 
the ship aback, and,in a few moments she 
was a dl»n>i“il®‘l 

ends in the trough of the sea, thrown 
wheresoever the waves would. 

We will now leave the vessel to.tbe mercy 
of the storm, aud return to the victim of 
Black’s revenge, and see how he fared. 
When he first arose to the surface, after his 
fall, with the second mate’s words still 
riuging in his ears, .and the glemof the , 
hnifa still in his vision, ho saw the huge 
hull of the ship gliding by, and a couple of 
objects thrown from her struck the wil®® 
close to him. The nearest, which ho 
caught at, proved to bo the small laierette , 
hatch, and the other, which soon w^ed 
near enough for him tq secure, o,W,. 
of the slern llfe-hnoys that had been cut 
adrift bv the man at the wheel. Thus fur¬ 


nished With soinetUng to 4<>it 
hero fell as cou^oftahle els ahy man cdiild^ 
be under the circumstances.'V^ile he'^ae* 
trying to secure' ffie buoy and hatch "^, 
gether with the end of the eaijng which'hq 
held when be fell, the other piece, which 
BlaClc bad unrbve out of the .'cringle and 
thrown overboard, to hide the only e'td-[ 
dence of his crime, floated on to the ha^h\ 
alongside of him; and with this he man-, 
aged to fasten himself pretty securely to 
both bis.supports. Xot until this was 
effected, and he bad a moment for reflqc'-j 
tion, did he think of the wound in his 
breast'; apd then he perceived, for the.flrst 
time, the imife stickingin his oilskin jacket 
which he had on (it was raining fiercelyj|; 
and drawing It out, he recognized it as ope 
belonging to. the second mate, a.port,of 
hunting-knife or small bowie. ' He secured, 
it in his belt, and on examination, found 
the wound to be slight; and the only p^n 
that be suffered from It was when a pea 
would dash oyer him and the salt watey 
would reach it. 

It'wasbutashort time after he got ^ 
cured when the pampero, .broke in all iti. 
fury; and for three houiphei th.ou^teye^ 
moment might be his ikist waves 

would rise and break ovisi;..fii^iAn4 f>e 
would arise from this invoiuhtaiy i>sptisia, 
half drowned. If his frail craft bad..9he<si 
been swept from under him, there.yropl^^ 
have been ho occasion fur going further pji; 
with this story; but fortune favored .hj^, 
and by daylight the sea bad gone .dowp, 
considerably. He felt comparatlvely's^p, 
then, for be knew be . was in the trac^^pf, 
vessels bound south round Cape Horn, an4. 
also those bound north, or to the Bio de .ip 
Plata. 

The sun, was hot very high, when on the 
distant horizon he espied a column of. 
smoke. His heart #ave a great bound, and 
he watched it in^ntly. In a short tlmp he 
could see plainly Uiatltwas neadngbint,. 
and in two hours he was safely, landqd on. 
the deck of the steam^ip pdtpj^, . 
ship of tbeBrazilian navy,t)dnn^.to.Uqptq., 
'Video, to bloej^e that port .tinii| it .was 
captund.by thefand forces,,of 'Hihgop^,, 
conceded to demands of l^n P^ro Ute,, 
seicon^.emperor.of thq.Bnuii^.. 

Wlii .very ,ffian]^u|' for, h|lft,,de|(yopf,, 
from'the jawshf death, and 'very'graj^lji. 
tohla rescuers, hut ]h||a)pd,or 
dim^ when amvifag at Monte 'viaeo, and 
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reqiieatiog to be put on board an American, 
yessel there, be was coolly informed that 
he belonged id the Brazilian nayy, and 
that be was assigned the position of a quar¬ 
ter-master, and it he maide any disturbance 
or refused duty, he would be disrated and 
otherwise punished. He saw that argu¬ 
ment or resistance was of no use, so he 
quietly took up his line of duties, and men¬ 
tally resolved to desert upon the first oppor¬ 
tunity. Two or three days after he had ar¬ 
rived in Montevideo, another war vessel 
came in and her captain reported that they 
bad picked op a boat bottom up, and a 
quarter-hoard, and other things that, indi¬ 
cated the foundering of a ship called the 
Ina. When White heard this, he had rea¬ 
son to say, “ It is all for the best.** 

We will now skip over a space of two 
and a half years, during which time our 
hero had mode several attempts to escape, 
but had succeeded in none, and finally had 
riven op the idea, and contented himself 
M best be could, and had risen to the rank 
of second lieutenant. This was no uncom¬ 
mon .occurrence, for the Brazilian navy was 
dreadfully in want of good officers, and 
more than two-thirds were English and 
itmericans attracted by the large pay and 
ea^ times. 

Will had written home a dozen times. 
But he never had received any anstyer to 
l^lip letters, and he consequently got tired 
of writing. The reason of his not receiv¬ 
ing any reply was simple enough; the gov- 
evnineht never allowed any letters to be 
fijfwarded without first opening themand 
t^en there was so much in his ridiculing 
thMr fighting qualities and government, 
tbiit the official whose duty it was to con: 
rfiict this espionage on the foreign officers 
tore Ais letters up with rage. 

tn two years and a half from the time of 
While’s compulsory enrollment under the 
Brazilian fiag, Monte Video surrendered by 
having a traitor inside the city who unlocked 
the gates; and there being no more fight¬ 
ing to do the navy was reduced, and a great 
many of the officers Were discharged, and 
andhg them our friend. 

With his pockets very well lined with' 
doubloons and mlireas, he started home¬ 
ward in a coffee trader bound for Baltimore, 
and determined not to write of his coming 
oat'of spite for their not answering his 
letters. 

; inlnlt wits qpt very anxious abont his; 


folks, for he bad.none except an aunt who, 
had brought him up as close as possible,, 
and shipped him off to sea as'soon as she' 
coiild.. His principal thoughts were about 
his betrothed, speculating as to whether 
she had broken her vow to him, and all 
such things as long-absent lovers will think 
about. 

In thirty days after leaving Rio Janeiro 
he arrived in Baltimore, and from there 
took the first train for Now York, and 
thence home. Arriving there he frightened 
his aunt Into hysterics, fo'r she had believed 
him dead for two and a half years. I^en 
she sufficiently recovered, he learned froth' 
her news that made his blood boil. Bili 
Black was that evening at seven o’clock to 
bo married to his promised wife, Alice 
Ware, who believed him dead at the bottom 
of the sea. 'The match had heeh brought 
about mainly by her father; who had used 
his influence and procured Black a ship,- 
and he was now Captain William Black, 
and was going to take his bride with him to 
sea. It appeared that when the Ina was 
thrown on her beam- ends. Black, the cap¬ 
tain and several men were on the after¬ 
house deck, and the mlzzen-mast breaking 
in the cabin, took the top of the house off 
and floated clear o f the sinking ship with 
the men on it. They remained In this pre¬ 
dicament until the evening of the next day, 
when a homeward bound barque picked 
them up and carried them into Philadel 
phla. On his arrival home Black had told 
the story of White’s loss, and alsd abouthis 
offer to go after him and what it resulted 
in, all of which was duly endorsed by Cap¬ 
tain Coffin. This story and the non-arrival 
of letters of course settled it without a 
doubt in the minds of everybody; and 
'White’s return now looked very much like 
the sea giving Up its dead. 

To be married at seven o’clock; it was 
now half past six. Where was she to be 
marrle'd? At her father’s house. A mo¬ 
ment’s reflectloii,and then he asked himself 
the question could he doit? Yes I Should 
he do it? Yes! And he started to put his 
purpose into execution. In a twinkling he 
had his chest, which had been brought up. 
ftom the depot, open, and taking several 
articles therefrom, he put them in his 
pocket and bounded out, shaping a course 
for Captain Ware’s house. It was over two 
miles, and be had about twenty five mln- 
ut^a ti> 'do it in, but he felt cohfldenttimt 
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rndning all ilia iriay he could accom¬ 
plish it. 

A loVely-looWng bride was Alice Ware, 
iis she Btooil up iu her taiher’e parlor to be 
-wedded to a man she loved not; lovely- 
ilookliig, with an air of, Indifference and 
half defiance. 

Betweon her father (she had no mother 
to take her part) and the Indefatigable 
Black, they had worried her into it. Her 
lather had constantly dinned it into her 
Cars for two years; not harshly, so that she 
■could find heart to rebel, but quietly and 
insinuatingly loading her with presents and 
eupiilying her every wish; dwelling fre¬ 
quently on the nohleness of Black’s conduct 
ill offering to go to the rescue of his rival. 
And then the lover, whenever he was at 
home—and he contrived to go short voyages 
and he at home a great deal—assiduously 
paying her every attention possible, and 
•obeying her every look or word with the 
docility of a faithful dog, Inwardly cursing 
himself for his folly, and impatient for the 
day that would unite them, and he he 
master. 

The bridegroom, as he stood before the 
man of God with the bride, never looked 
to better advantage. His dark and usually 
gloomy countenance was lighted up with a 
triumphant smile, and his dress was as 
near perfection as a New York tailor could 
make it, 

The bride was elegantly dressed, and 
wore some costly jewels, for the old captain 
was quite wealthy, and nothing pleased, him 
so much as to’ have it show on the person 
of his daughter. One small ornament she 
wore that came neither from the father nor 
bridegroom. They had both objected to it, 
but without avail, for she was determined 
to wear it, and as usual woman’s obstinacy 
prevailed. It was a small gold anchor with 
a blue ribbon tied in the ring, and on the 
stock and shank was engraved “From Will 
to Alice,’’ and a date about three years old; 
and opposite to “ Will ’’ on the stock was 
“ Lost af sea, laL 86 deg. 6 min. S., Ion. 
50 deg. 12 min., -with the day and date. 

Tlio mUrriage ceremony which was of the 
Episcopal form, had just commenced; the 
clergyman had asked the usual question, 
“ if any man can show justcanse why these 
two may not lawfully be joined together, 
etc.,’’ and was about proceeding with the 
service, when the door was burst open and 
a voice cried, “Hold on I I can show just 


cause and suffleient f ’ knd stepping betWeen 
the bride and groom, he tUrhhd around, fabh 
to the company, and they saw Will Whitb, 
as one risen from the dead. In' an Instant 
all was confusion. The bride fainted In 
her father’s arms, and the groom stood 
white and speechless with terror. At length 
he found voice to say, “ Will White, and 
alive?’’ 

“ Yes, and alive, no thanks to ybu;’’ 

Keassured that it was White and no su¬ 
pernatural visitor. Black began to regain 
his courage, and demanded that the cers- 
inony should go on. 

“I forbid it I” said White. 

“ By what right?” angrily demanded the 
bridegroom. 

“ Come with me a moment, and I Will 
tell you. Captain Ware, will you accom¬ 
pany us ?” 

The captain who had delivered his daugh¬ 
ter into the hands of some of the ladies 
present, acquiesced, and the three went 
together out on the lawn in front of the 
house. 

The first to speak was White. “ Captain 
Ware,” said he, “ybuhave heard thd Story 
how I fell off the Ina’sfore-topsall-yardarm 
and Was supposed to have been drowned.” 

“Yesl” 

“Well,” continued White, “you heard 
an infernal He. Look, do yon know What 
that is?” and he produced something from 
his pocket. 

“ Know what it is?” said the old m^. 
“ I knew the use of it long before you were 
born. It is the pieces of a reef-earlng.Vj 

“Does it look like arope that would easi¬ 
ly part?” questioned White. 

“ I should say not,” answered the cap¬ 
tain, after examining the rope closely. “ I 
should say that it had been cut, though it 
looks somewhat frayed.” 

“And it was cut, and by the man next 
to me on the yardarm; do you know who 
that,was?” , , 

The old man looked intently at Black 
and bowed his bead. i 

“It is a lie,” cried the accused. “You 
rove it some bungling way so that it unrove 
with the strain, and you’ve cut it yourself 
to get up this story and ruin me.” 

“ If I rove it so bunglingly, I deserve 
drowning. But if that is not sufficient evi¬ 
dence look atthis. You Were afraid that I 
might escape a watery grave, so you gave 
me this to make your work more complete. 
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And here’s the mark you left; can you deny 
that, or that this knife is yours?” Saying 
this, White lianded the old captain the 
knife, and throwing back his shirt and 
vest, showed a scar on his left breast some 
three inches long. “Now,” he said, ad¬ 
dressing the culprit, who was shaking with 
rage and fear at these unexpected evidences 
of bis guilt, “I will give you until to-raor- 
row morning to leave this town forever; if 
not, to-morrow niglit you will sleep in the 
county jail. What do you say ? Will you 
go or stay ?” 

Captain William Black said not a word, 
but turned down the pathway tnat led to 
the public road, and tlie village of Amble- 
side knew him no more. 

People wondered why he left the town so 
suddenly and mysteriously, but White and 
the captain kept their own counsel, and no 


one else hut Mrs. Alice White ever heartt 
the .story. 

The little gold anchor has another inscrip¬ 
tion on it now under the one “ Lost at sea.” 
It reads “ Found at Ambleside,” with the- 
day and date of his return. Captain White- 
took the ship intended for Captain Black, 
and for many years prospered as a ship- 
mitstcr. When Captain James Ware was 
laid aw.ay to rest alongside of his beloved 
wife, his grandson James Ware White, aged 
twelve, was left sole heir to all the property, 
and tins young gentleman declares that as 
soon as be is old enougli he will give half 
of it to his little sister Alice, and half to 
his mother, and then go to sea like his 
father and earn a lot for himself; and his 
mother says, kissing him, “ God bless the 
boy 1” And Captain Will with little Alice- 
in his arms responds “ Amen.” 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS. 

Whitman, Gussie M 

Ballou's Monthly Magazine (1866-1893); Mar 1875; 41,3; American Periodicals 
pg. 262 


TRIALS AND TRIUilPHS. 
BY aVBSlE a. WHITMAU. 


“GieBOlE, do stop that tiresome prac¬ 
tising! 1 am completely out of sorts this 
afternoon, so you must put that new song 
aside, and do your prettiest to restore me 
to good humor I” 

Georgina Truman whirled herself round 
on the music stool, and gave her disconso¬ 
late sister Christine a stare of perfect as¬ 
tonishment; at which unsympathetic ac¬ 
tion Miss Christine flung herself upon the 
sofa, and endeavored to shed a few tears. 

Georgle laughed lightly, seemingly, re¬ 
gardless of her sister’s real or fancied 
grief. 

‘‘Well, indeed, if this isn’t the very es¬ 
sence of sentimentalism! A fair young 
damsel en dishoMUe in a dainty white 
wrapper, hair all unbound, falling over 
her slender shoulders, throwing herself in 
an agony of tears upon a sofa, and all be¬ 
cause after said young lady has been at¬ 
tempting to make an indelible Impression 
upon the heart of a certain young and dis¬ 
tinguished physician, he has evinced an 
utter disregard of all her aforesaid endeav¬ 
ors, and positively will not call I” And 
Georgle’s plump little form shook with 
merriment. 

At these words Christine rose from her 
reclining position, and exclaiming, “ Ton 
know it is no such thing; and really, sis¬ 
ter, you are very Unkind 1” walked to the 
door, with an air Intended to show that her 
dignity bad received a mortal wound. 

Georgia jumped — she scarcely ever 
walked—to her sister’s side, and wound her 
arms about her neck, 

“ Now, Chrlssy darling, don’t look so ter¬ 
ribly offended! You know I was only 
teasing you. How could 1 help it, when I 
knew just what ailed you? You know 
yourself it’s so, now don’t yon?” peeping, 
with her merry eyes of clear brown, into 
Christine’s tearful ones of the same shade. 

“ O,” she answered, flushing faintly, “1 
just feel sort of done up, if yen can under¬ 
stand me. Mamma has been givlog me 
one of her lectures, and papa ufil ttot give 
me the money 1 want for my dress, and— 
and it is provoking, and' I’d as Uef yon 
should know it as not, that Dr. Farwell has 


not called, when we have invited him here, 
and showed him every possible attention. 
I wouldn’t care so much about it if 1 didn’t 
feel sure I knew the reason. Don’t you 
think Florrle IVyrnan artful, Georgia ? that 
demure little pink-and-whlte creature, with 
such light blue eyes! Just to think of his 
being so attentive to hert I can’t under¬ 
stand why every stranger is so attracted 
towards her, when we ieok and act just as 
well as she!” Christine drew up her tail 
slender form, and flung back her hair with 
a haughty toss of her head. 

‘‘ 'Why, Florrie’s a splendid girl I I don’t 
wonder Dr. Farwell was charmed with her. 
Forpityjs sake, don’t get jealous, Christ 
New rumor salth the doctor is engaged to a 
young lady in his native country; so even 
if Florrie did not engross all bis attentions, 
it would be of no nse for you to try and 
make a conquest. Chris Truman I” Geor- 
gie screamed, ‘‘ he’s coming now.” 

“ChristineI Georgiel” cried a shrill 
voice from the dining-room, “Dr. Farwell 
is coming, and you must be ready to re¬ 
ceive him. I’m coming in when I get 
ready. Look your best, Christine.” 

Georgie sat down convulsed with iaugh- 
ter. Christine, glowing like a rose, was 
flying up stairs two steps at a time, and the 
doctor was at the gate. Geergie glanced 
at the large mirror over the mantel, and 
decided to stand her ground in h«r white 
pique and blue basque. She gave her short 
wavy black hair a bit of a fling back from 
her low white forehead, and ran to answer 
the doctor’s rap with a very determined 
mouth, while her eyes were fairly twink¬ 
ling. She ushered him into the drawing¬ 
room, talked and laughed, played and sang, 
and did her utmost to make the time fly 
quickly while those elaborate toilets were 
being made. 

Mrs. Truman entered soon, tall, slim and 
talkative. She wore a gay poplin, a lace 
cape over her shoulders, and a point lace 
collar, fastened with a diamond pin—an 
heirloom—which flashed as she crossed 
the room to greet her visitor. A rather 
odd woman, her neighbors said, always 
complaining of nervousness, and grieving 
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over her lot and her trials. If anything 
occurred to ruffle her by no means saintiy 
temper, she evinced her displeasure by re* 
tiring to the seclusion of her own room, 
where she sulked for a fortnight or so, ac* 
carding to the extent of the offence. Her 
husband, poor man, often recived her ner¬ 
vous harangues and tantalizing speeches 
on such occasions, always bearing them so 
patiently that, really, it was wonderful 
how be could be possessed of so much en¬ 
durance. She could be all politeness and 
smiles when she chose, If she was queer 
and disagreeable at times; and Dr. Far- 
well was being pleasantly entertained by 
mother and daughter, when the graceful 
Christine made her appearance, with hair 
arranged a-to-Tnode, and dress elegant and 
stylish. She performed her most brilliant 
waltzes and polkas, and held her head 
most loftily, and gave the doctor melting 
glances out of her brown orbs, and talked 
and smiled, and showed her white teeth 
most delightfully, yet felt secretly cha¬ 
grined to think the handsome gentleman 
took it all so coolly, and sat as if reading 
her with his sharp bluish-^ray eyes. Qeor- 
gie was longing to get by herself and have 
a good laugh, they did look and act so I 

“Dr. Farwell, you perceive I was right 
when I told you my sister was the chief 
musician,” said she, while Christine’s 
taper fingers flew over the keys. “ 1 can 
only play a few simple songs by ear. I 
never can go through the tedious routine 
of learning to play scientifically I” 

** I am fond of those songs you were 
singing as well as of brilliant performances, 
Miss.Trumau, Your friend Miss Wyman 
improvises charming little accompani¬ 
ments, does.she not?” 

Goorgie’p eyes beamed. 

^*Yes, she really does; and she sings 
sweet pathetic little pieces just like her 
dear little self!” she said, with enthusiasm. 

The doctor’s blue eyes met Georgle’s 
with a glance which told of his peridot 
agreement with her in her opinion of Miss 
W'yman. 

Christine heard it at the piano, and gave 
her head a haughtier toss, and fiourished 
her fingers more airily still; and when the 
doctor had gone, and the sisters were 
alone, she. said. With vexation in voice, 
(ook and manner:. 

** It’s too bad, Georgiet I believe he’s 
desperately in love with Florrie Wyman, 


and mamma will be so vexed if he should 
marry her! I’m sure, she’s as plain as can 
be, now isn’t she?” 

‘‘Why, I don’t think she Is, But you 
know we have never agreed on that sub¬ 
ject. 1 think she’s a charming little girl; 
and if I didn’t know you were set on mak¬ 
ing a conquest, I’d do anything to influ¬ 
ence him in Florrle’s favor.” 

“Oyes! as if you hadn’t begun already I 
I do wish you wouldn’t speak to him, or 
any one, of her when 1 am present. 1 
really don’t like it. I can’t help it if it is 
selfish!” 

“ How foolish, sister, for you to feel so I 
If he should love Florrie be never would 
have you, and there are others in the 
world beside him. 1 don’t think he’s any¬ 
thing extraordinary, I’m sure. Bid you 
ever see such a bushy head as he has?” 

Christine’s face was crimson, and her 
eyes flashed as she replied: 

” I liked Dr. Farwell the first time I saw 
him, and I don’t think he is altogether lu- 
dijSerent to me; aud I must Improve this 
opportunity of getting a husband, to please 
mamma, if nothing else.. As for the fact 
of there being other young gentlemen in 
Merton, or anywhere, I don’t care to marry 
anybody who comes along—*aoy of these 
little, beardless, iuslgnlficant fellows that 
walk our streets I You might!” 

Georgie colored, and answered playfully: 

“ I don’t care a pin for what you say or 
mean, Christine. X think Guy Newton is 
just as good aud lovable as Dr. Farwell, if 
he isn’t as tall and as handsome. He has. 
not a head like a mop, anyway! Why do 
you not buy him a dozen bottles or so of 
halr-dresslng, Chris?” 

“Stop your nonsense, Georgie! You 
know mamma never .will be willing for you 
to have Guy, neither will papa; so you may 
as well give him up.” 

“That’s what I tsont do!” rejoined de-i 
termined Georgie. 

Dr* Farwell, the young physician who 
was an object of so much interest to Miss. 
Christine, had come that summer to the 
busy little town of Danbury,, about two 
miles from the village of Merton, where 
Mr. Truman resided. He had just gradur 
ated at Edinburgh, and, yrith a clerical 
friend of his, was travelling in search of a 
suitable place in which to practise his pro¬ 
fession. Danbury seemed to be just the 
place, and he h^ resolved to establish 
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tiimself there. He had become acquainted 
with Mr. aud Mrs. Truman at a social 
gathering, and had been invited to take tea 
at their residence, before any one else in 
Merton had taken the trouble to invite 
him; so the Trumans considered him al¬ 
most as their own especial properly. If 
Mrs. Truman had nervous headache, or 
little Miss Jane a sore finger, or the wee 
Kate a scalded hand, recourse was had at 
once to Dr, Farwell for remedies, or a pro¬ 
fessional visit. So, after our hero’s call at 
the paternal residence, he found himself a 
sort of indispensable requisite to the fam¬ 
ily. The eldest scion of the house of Tru¬ 
man had long been prepossessed in favor of 
the medical profession; so here was a fine 
opening. Dr. Farwell offered to give the 
youth private instruction at his office in 
Danbury, so that after a year he would be 
able to enter college. Everything seemed 
favorable for Christine’s ho2)es; the fair 
winds of fortune and maternal and pater¬ 
nal infiuence seemed likely to waft the 
maiden on to‘ the glorious haven of matri¬ 
mony ; so she thought to herself. Alas for 
human expectations! 

The sweet little Florrle Wyman, who 
was such a bone of contention between tbe 
sisters, was a young lady residing with a 
maiden aunt at some distance from their 
home. This good aunt, when the bustling 
season of middle life had gone, and age 
came quietly on, had wearied of living 
alone in her snug little dwelling, with its 
well-stocked shop and trim garden behind; 
so she went in search of some one to cheer 
her declining days, and found that one in 
the person of her niece Florrle, whose 
pleasant country home was thirty miles 
distant. At the time my story commences 
she had been with her for seven years, 
tending the store, helping Aunt Charity 
make currant jelly and plum preserves, 
washing, scrubbing, ironing, starching and 
sewing, singing cheerily ail the while, as if 
She had not left her dear old home In the 
country, where were her parents, and 
brothers and only sister, to live with an old 
lady, who, with ail her kindness and good¬ 
ness of heart, bad also many peculiarities 
such as belong to a certain age of female 
existence in the state of single blessedness, 
and which peculiarities often made Fior> 
rie’s life wearisome, and made the tears 
come to her sweet blue eyes. She had met 
Dr. Farwell at a friend’s house in Danbury, 


where the Trumans had made his acquaint¬ 
ance, and had noticed his preference for 
her society; but in her simple guileless 
heart she never thought of falling in love 
with the handsome doctor, especially while 
Christine Truman was giving her such 
glances out of her large brown flashing 
eyes, as if she would annihilate her. 

She went on with her household duties, 
and tried to please Aunt Charity as well as 
she possibly could, aud resolved not to put 
herself in the way to receive Dr. Farwell’s 
attentions at any time, that she might not 
incur the wrath of Hiss Truman. She saw 
him quite often at church, sluing in Mr. 
Truman’s pew with papa aud tall mamma 
Truman, white-haired Charlie Truman, the 
young follower of St. Esculaplus, and the 
Misses Truman, all radiant in their Sunday 
attire, and smiles like sunshine. Some¬ 
times the doctor’s eye turned to the pew 
where sat the lovely girl, with her white 
hat shading her fair brow, and her blue 
eyes would suddenly meet his, and the 
sweet rose-bloom would tinge the delicate 
fairness of the rounded cheek, aud the 
witching orbs would drop beneath his ad¬ 
miring gaze. O Christine I if you had seen 
it all you would have read the death war¬ 
rant of your fond aspirations then and 
there. 

Winter came with snow-wreaths, and ice- 
chains, and chilling storm-winds, and the 
worthy doctor still continued to practise at 
Danbury. He seemed to be a general fa¬ 
vorite with tbe inhabitants of the town 
and the regions round about, and altogether 
his affairs were in a very flourishing con¬ 
dition. Young Charles Truman was mak¬ 
ing remarkable progress in his studies, 
and Christine thought she was doing tbe 
same in gaining- the doctor’s affections. 
He came so often to see them, aud was so 
sociable, and agreeable, and kind I Mam¬ 
ma Truman went to Danbury shopping 
very often with her stylish equipage, aud 
her eldest daughter by her side. How 
kindly she smiled when she met Dr. Far- 
well, and how pressing her Invitations to 
call at any time and see them, and dine, or 
take tea, in fact, to “make himself quite 
at home,” as he was so far away from bis 
own home; they would always be delighted 
to have his company, etc., etc., and how 
could he resist the affable dame? 

The old year sighed, aud groaned, and 
moaned, and went out at last, and tha 
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'beaxiteona joyous January morning dawned, 
and tlia icicles glittered, and tbe snow 
sparkled, and Morrie Wyman awoke with 
a light and happy heart, donned her neat 
dress of bine and brown plaid, pinned her 
simple tatted collar about her neck, combed 
her light hair smoothly, and wound a rib¬ 
bon round it, previous to going down to 
prepare Aunt Charity’s coffee. Down the 
dark staircase, out into the small dim 
kitchen, lighting the fire, in the cooking- 
stove, filling the kettle, setting the round 
table for two, in and out she flew, cutting 
bread, tripping down cellar for preserves— 
was there ever such a sweet meny spark¬ 
ling sunbeam anywhere, within or without, 
as was that dutiful cheerful niece of that 
good maiden Aunt Charity ? Down came 
that worthy personage, slightly limping as 
she walked, for many years ago she had 
been thrown from a sleigh, and received a 
severe injury which resulted in a slight 
lameness. Perhaps if this had not been 
she might have enjoyed the pleasure of a 
home not as lonely as hers had been for 
many years. She had toiled hard, early 
and late, and had gained quite a compe¬ 
tency. Her life was somewhat sunnier 
now than ever, for light tripping feet took 
the many steps which she had been 
obliged to take, and a fair young face be¬ 
hind the counter in the little store attract¬ 
ed many more thither than were wont to go. 
Plorrte was so cheery, and merry, and 
obliging, people said. Aunt Charity want 
to tbe mirror in tbe corner, and looked in, 
and gave her black lace cap, with its bows 
of purple velvet, a twitch and a jerk, mors 
from the force of habit than from any other 
reason; she never passed that glass in the 
comer of tbe kitchen without looking in. 

Florrie came out from tbe parlor, where 
she had been lighting a fire in the " Frank¬ 
lin,” and greeted auntie most heartily and 
lovingly, and received as hearty and loving 
a greeting in return. She had a small gift, 
a pair of comfortable muffatees, for the 
good lady; and Aunt Charity had a pretty 
gold brooch for her niece, which was am 
unexpected gift to Florrie. 

Aunt Charity got her Bible and seated 
herself in the old-fashioned rocking-chair 
by the window, where the glorious morn¬ 
ing light poured in; and aftew tiieir short 
yet fervent devotions were oyer, they en¬ 
joyed their bpontiful meat together. As it 
was a holiday, there was not much .to be 


done in Miss Dutton’s dwelling on that 
Hew Tear’s Day; so Florrie hurried to 
clear away breakfast, and sit with auntie 
in the cheerful parlor, knitting her beaded 
mats for the fair which was to be held the 
next summer, and in which Aunt Charity 
took a great interest. 

The village of Merton was alive with ur¬ 
chins In their Sunday attire, crowding tbe 
street corners, shouting, and enjoying their 
fire-crackers and torpedoes; indeed, there 
seemed to be little else going on. The 
practice of Hew Tear’s calls had not been 
universally established in Merton; some, 
indeed, of the most fashionable observed 
the custom; but the principal attraction of 
Hew Tear’s Day was tbe giving of large 
family parties by all who could possibly do 
so. So, as the dinner hour drew near, 
numbers of people, decked in gala attire, 
might have been seen wending their way, 
baby-carriage and all the accompaniments, 
to the hospitable dwellings wherein they 
hoped to regale themselves with the good 
things of this life. 

The Trumans were astir this bright and 
heautifnl day, for they bad been invited to 
the house of Mr. Truman’s brother to 
spend the day in festivity; and the femi¬ 
nine head of the family meant .to accept 
the invitation for herself, bnsband, hope¬ 
ful son and youngest chembs, bnt the 
Misses Christine and Georgie received abit 
of sage maternal advice the day before, to 
tbe effect that “ they ought to remain at 
home, and keep np a good fire in the draw¬ 
ing-room grate, for surely Dr. Farwell 
would call; he bad been accustomed to 
city practices, and if he cared anything for 
one of them, which she was snre he did, 
he would certainly be there next day,” 

“Isn’t this splendid I” exclaimed Qeof- 
gie, when the time bad come, and the rest 
of tbe family bail gone, leaving the sisters 
alone. “I’m going to enjoy this rocking- 
chair and fire, now, I assnre yonf’ And 
she drew the chair close to tbe grate. 
“ Isn’t it a relief to get tbe children oS 
once Id a while? 1 don’t like the idea of 
staying at home ail day a bit, though. 
Come, let’s go out and have a nice walk. 
We can do as we like here tn this place, 
and I’m dying to show my new Bobroy 
plaid.” . 

“If the doctor shionld esll early, we 
might; but we must not go till he comes; 
mamma would be enraged.” 
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^^And you moBt dreadfully disappointed 
if he should come in our absence, and find 
his charming Christine did not care enough 
about him to wait for his coming. Ah 
me I*' 

“I don’t believe he’s a bit more ac¬ 
quainted with Florrie Wyman than he was 
when he came here last summer, and met 
her at Mrs. Baker’s; do you, Georgie?” 

“No, I think not. She scarcely ever 
goes out anywhere, and I don’t think she 
has met him since, except at church. I 
have seen them exchange glances once in a 
while there.” 

“Georgie Truman» hold your tongue I 
You know as well as I do that a person as 
highly educated and as intellectual as Dr. 
Farwell, has no desire to become acquaint¬ 
ed with a person so far beneath him as 
that little rustic, old-maidish ignoramus, 
PJorrje Wyman. , He’ll sureJj call to*dsy, 
And perhaps he may propose!” 

Christine was standing by her sister’s 
side, looking into the gilded mirror above 
her. Her tall slender form was arrayed in 
a rich robe of crimson, falling to the floor 
in a sweeping train. Soft white lace en¬ 
circled her delicate throat and wrists; a 
small gold chain was her only ornament; 
her hair was arranged in the all-prevailing 
chignoiii with a crimson velvet bow among 
the puffs and waves falling over her fore¬ 
head. Her eyes were bright beneath their 
long brown lashes, and her cheeks were 
rosy with her glowing thoughts. 

Georgie looked up at her and thought her 
a pretty picture standing there so stately, 
and proud, and queenly. All the surround¬ 
ings of the sisters bespoke comfort and 
luxury. Lace curtains with giltmouldings, 
adorned the windows, where hung hand¬ 
some bead baskets filled with rare grasses. 
A marble-topped centre-table stood in the 
middle of the room, bearing an elegant 
lamp and an abundance of oriiaments, as 
likewise did the extensive “ what-not ” and 
the broad mantel; for Mrs. Truman was 
remarkable for her extreme love of profuse 
decoration, and filled every niche and cor¬ 
ner with busts, vases or pictures. The oil 
paintings on the walls were the work of 
Christine and her sister, as also the waxen 
lilies that bloomed beneath their glass 
shades, on each corner of the mantel. 

Christine paced the tapestry carpet impa¬ 
tiently, ever and anon glancing out of the 
window as if expecting some one. 


They were really two wonderful girls, 
those sisters. Though they could well af¬ 
ford It, the Trumans kept no servants, and 
the baking, cooking, pickling, preserving,' 
house work and dressmaking were done by 
the busy hands of Christine and Georgie, 
sometimes assisted by their nervous mam¬ 
ma, who was oftener engaged in musing 
over her own woes and feelings, mental and 
physical, than in affairs pertaining to 
domestic economy. 

“ Why, Georgie I” cried Cbrissie sudden¬ 
ly, as hearing the sound of bells she went 
to the window and looked down the street; 
“here’s Guy Newton with a horse and 
sleigh, and he’s stopping at our gate I He 
must mean to take you driving. What will 
mamma say I Will you go?” 

“ Go ? of course I will I” exclaimed Geor¬ 
gie, jumping up, her fac^i aflame with blush¬ 
es. “ Now doesn’t he look handsome, 
Chris, almost as distingue as Dr. Farwell 1” 

She ran to the door to welcome him, and 
bidding him wait in the drawing*room— 
where Christine was icy and reserved to the 
highest degree—she put on her Robroy and 
velvet hat with snowy plume, and scarlet 
buds, and appeared, radiant and exuberant, 
ready fora drive over the glistening roads. 

Mamma and papa Truman looked out at 
sound of bells, and saw their truant Geor¬ 
gina whirled away in a sleigh by the side 
of the forbidden Mr. Newton, and looked 
piqued, and then concluded not to say any¬ 
thing, like wise parents. If only Christine 
could marry Dr. Farwell, let Georgie go as 
her inclination led her; but they must have 
one married well, which meant position, 
wealth, refinement, intellectual enjoyment, 
all the outside show and glitter of this life 
which Guy Newton had it not in his power 
to bestow upon Geoi^ie. 

Aunt Ch'arity was resting on the stuffed 
lounge in the parlor, after knitting busily 
on a tidy which was to grace the “fair” 
table next summer in company with the 
work of Florrie’s fair hands, which were 
fashioning pretty articles as she sat by the 
window, neat and smiling, in a blue merino 
and white ruffle fastened with her morning’s 
gift, while a shining blue rosette adorned, 
her smooth light bands of brown hair. The 
narrow wooden sidewalk ran close by the 
window, and frequently the sound of clieery 
voices and rippling laughter made her push 
aside the crimson curtains, and look out to 
see who were so merry ami gay outside. 
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'How comtortable was that song parlor witli 
Its blaziug “ Franklin ” fire, its great easy 
rocking-chairs and tiny cabinet organ In tbe 
comer,which gave forth its sweetest sounds 
at the touch of Florrie’s small fingers at 
the holy twilight hour, when Aunt Charity 
sat by tbe fire, musing in her chair, and 
the shadows dickered on the white walls 
so grotesquely I 

“I suppose Dr. Farwell will call at Mr. 
Traman's to-day," said Aunt Charity, after 
a long silence. “ He seems very attentive 
to Christine; that is, whenever I’ve seen 
them together.” 

" Aunt, there’s a sleigh at the door I’’ 
And Florrie peeped out behind the curtain 
again. " Why, auntie, it’s Dr. Farwell, I 
do declare 1 What can he be coming here 
fori’’ And she pulled out her needles in 
her trepidation, and catching up yarn, 
beads and all in a tremendous snarl, hur¬ 
ried with them to the table, and fairly went 
round and round, as the great brassknocker 
went rat-tat-tat, while Aunt Charity lay 
shaking with laughter 1 

“You must go, auntie, you certainly 
muatl” And Florrie in distress ran from 
the room to get cool and calm. 

So auntie got up, and gave her cap a 
twitch as was her wont, and welcomed the 
Dr. Farwell of Christine Truman’s expecta¬ 
tions, who inquired for her niece; and upon 
her entering, all serene and charming, 
evinced bis extreme pleasure at meeting 
her, by word, look and manner, and made 
a remarkably long call. Prepossessing and 
agreeable as he was, he quite won the heart 
of Miss Dutton; of her susceptible niece I 
will say nothing at present, save that if 
blushes are any indication of affection of 
the heart, hers must have been a desperate 
case indeed, certainly requiring medical 
aid 1 

“ Well, sister Chrissy I did you run to the 
window when you beard the sleigh coming,' 
thinking ’twas the doctor ? O sister, sister I 
your anticipations are doomed never to be 
realized, for Dr. Farwell’s sleigh and pony 
were at Miss Charity Dutton’s door as 
we came by, and he just came out a little 
while ago, and went down the Danbury 
road sgsidl’’ 

Christine threw down the album at which 
she bad been looking, and said indignant¬ 
ly, her cheeks blazing, “ It’s too bad! I 
declare 1 telM not go out a step to-day; I’ll 
sit and sulk it through 1 That little insig- 


nificent chit of a thing I And we have done 
so much for him, too I I’ll tell papa to em¬ 
ploy another doctor at once 1’’ 

“ 0 Chris I don’t be foolish I Haven’t I 
bad a royal time to-day I The sleighing is 
just splendid, and O, we passed Uncle' 
John’s, and 1 saw mamma’s face at the win¬ 
dow, and nodded and smiled as gayly as I 
could. I felt just as if I didn’t care a bit 
for anybody—sort of independent and 
saucy;’’ and deorgie rushed up stairs 
singing. 

“Hallo, sisl I guess you’re blue this 
afternoon;’’ said Charlie Truman, coming 
in and throwing open tbe piano. He was 
tall and verdant-looking, with extremely 
light hair, and pale thin face, unadorned as 
yet by any hirsute appendages, He sat on 
the music-stool as if afraid of the piano, and 
reached out his long arms, and flourished 
his large bands over the keys as if be imag¬ 
ined himself a most extraordinary per¬ 
former. 

“ Farwell was up to call on Miss Wyman, 
wasn’t he ? Queer be did, any way I Guess 
you’re sulky about it, aren’t you, eh ?’’ 

“ Charlie, can’t you keepstill I I’m tired 
of bearing the piano, and yoar tongue, tool" 
The fair face was positively scowling. , 

“ Well, Miss Truman, I desire to make a 
most profuse apology for my unintentional 
interruption of your afternoou’s peace and 
quietness," rattled the doctor elect, in bis 
short rapid tones, “and by your leave, 
most woe-begone damsel, I shall now retire 
to my sanctum sanctorum.” And the door 
shut after him with a slam. 

The sulks were obliged to depart after a 
time, for everything went on tbe same in 
the village of Merten, abd in the town of 
Danbury, too, in spite of Mrs. Truman’s 
indignation at the dereliction of the doctor. 
They met him as often as ever during the 
winter and spring; once or twice he hon¬ 
ored them with a visit, sometimes profes¬ 
sionally, for Mrs. Truman still abounded in 
ailments, sod wearied him with tbe griev¬ 
ous catalogue. Still he seemed no nearer 
falling in love with the fair Chrissie, al¬ 
though it was evident she was extremely 
fond of him. Florrie bad not met him ex¬ 
cept at church; and the Trumans, at least 
all excepting Oeorgie, imagined be conid 
not be particularly interested in that direc¬ 
tion, or he would be more marked in his 
attentions to Miss Wyman. 

When sunny June came with summer 
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splendors again, tbe young people of Mer¬ 
ton bad a picnic about twelve miles from 
the village, near a small lake. 

Tile day before it look place Florrle re¬ 
ceived a note from Dr. Farwell requesting 
that she would accompany him to the pic¬ 
nic next morning. She answered it imme¬ 
diately, telling him of her aunt’s indisposi¬ 
tion, which required her constant presence 
and attention at home; .otherwise, she 
would be delighted to accept his invitation. 
The doctor then invited Christine Truman, 
who, well pleased, would not lose the op¬ 
portunity of being seen driving with the 
handsome gentleman in his stylish carriage; 
all blissfully ignorant of the fact that she 
was only there because the object of his 
choice could not be, and that all the time 
he was longing for the society of the sweet 
little maiden, who was such a contrast to 
the stately miss beside him, 

“ I’m sure, mammal” she said afterward, 
when she knew of it, “I wouldn’t have 
gone one step if I bad known he invited 
Flo Wyman first 1” 

Fragrant June soon slips into melting 
Angust, and this sultry month brought the 
day for the annual fair of the society to 
which Aunt Charity belonged, and for 
whose welfare she labored. Who so active, 
and bustling, and energetic as she, on this 
particnlar morning ? Up betimes, and hard 
at work, getting her wares together to bo 
conveyed to the hnge tent erected in a field 
near by, where were congregated dozens of 
the fair sex, arranging tables, and running 
hither and thither in search of something 
they knew not what. 

Florrie was tired and uncommonly sober, 
auntie was evincing her possession of tbe 
peculiarities of her fraternity, and our little 
heroine had much ado to keep her temper 
unruffled; and she wished heartily that 
there were no sncb things as lairs. After 
everything was settled, and spread out, and ‘ 
arranged to Mies Dutton’s supreme satisfac¬ 
tion, Florrie must array herself in becom¬ 
ing costume, and take her stand behind 
auntie’s table and not leave it upon any 
condition. How her poor feet ached, and 
her head, too 1 and her face was so flushed, 
and she felt ready to fly. While across the 
room behind their mamma’s table were tbe 
Truman maidens, so delightfully cool-look¬ 
ing in their snowy muslins trimmed with 
blue lace. 

The young doctor from Danbury saun¬ 


tered induringtheevening, when the place 
was a-glilter with lamps, and all was gay 
like some fairyland. Mrs. Truman put on 
an extra smile when she saw his face in 
the doorway.; she had been watching for 
his appearance ail the time-^and the blue 
lace trembled, and the muslins fluttered, 
and a certain heart almost beat aloud, but 
the gentleman walked straight past without 
noticing the fluttering at all, and went over 
to Miss Dutton’s stand, where tired Floy 
.was selling five cent emery bags to iiltio 
rosy-cheeked girls, and two dollar lamp- 
mats to swains who desired to make pres¬ 
ents to their sweethearts standing by them 
so demurely. Florrie’s hand trembled in his 
as be greeted her, and when be asked in a 
low voice if she could leave for a short walk, 
she felt as though tbe room suddenly went 
round. 

Auntie Dutton soon pounced upon a poor 
unlucky mortal to take the place of her 
niece behind the table, and tbe pair went 
out under the glittering evening sky, and 
enjoyed a walk and a pleasant talk together, 
mnch to the chagrin of certain feminine 
creatures, but to the sweet delight of Char¬ 
ity Dutton, who, loving Floy as her own 
self, rejoiced to see her sought after by one 
so good and noble as Dr. Farwell. 

. Well, the blessed September came, and 
the aforesaid society determined to have a 
great picnic on an island some distance 
down the river. Ail were to meet at the 
church, from thence to walk down to the 
water, where boats were in readiness to con¬ 
vey them to their destination. As Georgie 
Truman was walking with her sister, she 
turned and saw Florrie Wyman standing 
alone as if waiting lor some one. She ran 
back, and said, “ Come, Floy, aren’t you 
going with us?” 

“ I’m waiting for some one I have in¬ 
vited,” replied Florrie. “ I don’t want to 
go till I know whether they’re coming or 
not I” 

“Whether he’seoming or not, you meant 
Of course he’ll come, dearl Look, Florrie, 
isn’t that he on the river in a canoe I O 
Floy, Floy 1 Come, he wont know where 
you are!” 

And sure enough ’twas he, come with a 
little canoe after Miss Wyman, to take her 
to the island picnic 1 He stepped lightly 
on shore, and spying the object .of liis 
search among tbe smiling lasses gathered 
there, went straight up to her and said: 
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“ Miss ‘Wyman, will yon tnist yourself In 
my little canoe? I think It quite safe.” 

And Florrie, looking up Into bis kind and 
loving eyes, felt all her timidity vanish, and 
allowed him to help her down the bank 
into the canoe, in which he had arranged 
a comfortable seat tor lier. Away they 
went over the sparkling bine water, and 
Christine saw them, and became morose and 
silent; and Georgie saw them, too, and 
was glad for Florrie, and was happy as a 
lark—for was not Gny Newton by her side 
in the boat ? 

So Chrissie leaned over and played with 
the cool water, and looked at no one, and 
said nothing, but experienced envious, jeal¬ 
ous feelings arising in her heart towards 
her friend Florrie. 

Everybody was certain upon that day that 
Dr. Farwell and Florrie Wyman would 
make a match, if they never were so In¬ 
clined before. He hovered round her 
wherever she went, like a guardian angel, 
and who could help it I So pure, and sweet, 
and good as she was I 

Before the rest of the picnickers returned, 
the tiny canoe with Its interesting freight 
was seen skimming the calm waves, pad- 
died skillfully by its owner, and soon the 
hank was gained again, and in the deepen¬ 
ing twilight they Walked homeward. Flo> 
rie*s arm trembled in his, and her heart 
beat strangely, for had not her companion 
intimated that day more plainly than ever 
that she was the one of his choice ? And 
now he says with voice full of emotion; 

** Mies Wyman," Florrie, you are dearer 
to me than dl the world, and I want you 
to be my little wife P’ ^ 

“Dr. Farwell, I thought—that—you 
were engaged 1” she answered, falteringly. 

“ Never. That was only rumor, darling. 
Look up and say you will be mine alone?’ 

“Tours alone!” answered the sweet, 
low, trustful tones, and Harold Farwell 
pressed a long kiss upon the lips of his 
betrothed. 

“lam going home next week to remain 
a month,” said he, as they approached Miss 
Dutton’s abode. “ It is now about a year 
since I came away, and I shall indulge in 
a short vacation. This is the happiest 
night of my life, and yon have made it so. 
Do you know that I knew of you before I 
came to Merton ?*’ 

“No, indeed 1. How. could you hew of 
me, pray ?” answered she, wonderingly. 


“ O, my friend Mr. Leigh) who came 
with me had heard of your sterling worth. 
He had seen yon when he was here before, 
and he charged me not to lose my heart; 
but I did not obey his charges, and I don’t' 
think he will he very much displeased with 
bis old chum for not doing so.” 

“Auntie and I are going on a journey 
to-morrow mo'rning, if nothing prevents. 
I am intending to visit my old home for a 
few weeks, and auntie is going very much 
further, to visit some relatives of hers.” 

“IndeedI then I shall pass through 
Deerfield on toy way home. I wish you 
would go with mo as my wife, dearest 
Florrie!” said he, suddenly and earnestly. 

“No,noI Icannotl Why, auntie doesn’t 
even know of our engagemen;tl She will 
not, cannot lose me so soon, poor dear 
auntie 1” And she was wiping away the 
tears that would come at the thought of 
leaving lonely Aunt Charity in her still 
home. 

That good lady was both astonished arid 
delighted when her niece told her all, kneel¬ 
ing beside her that evening. Of Dr. Fa^ 
well’s propokal to be married ere his depart- 
nre she said naught, for auntie was cr^ng 
now to think of their inevitable separation. 
All the brightly glowing dreams of her glrl- 
hosd came up before her, and the loving 
words to which she had listened so trust¬ 
ingly in the sweet long ago, and which 
bright things bad turned to cold deadhen 
and blackness, as far as the love for'one 
mortal above all others was concerned. 

Next morning the old stagecoach stoppeil 
at the door for its two passengera, and 
Florrie left Merton far behind, and saw the 
green fields and wooded hills of her own 
dear country home, where she had rdaihed 
in childhood with her beloved sister, how 
gone to a home of her own. Auntie bade 
her farewell, giving her many charges and 
messages, bidding her be ready to rethiii 
when she called for her on her way back. 

How blissfully the time passed I How 
glad she was to meet all the kind friends 
she remembered so well, and who ioved her 
so dearly I They could not feel ehviota 
toward the fair girl Who showed by voice, 
manner, dress and conversation that she 
had been acehstOmed to betted society'imid 
more refinement than they ortbhir daugi- 
ters. She was so gentle, and mbdes^'and 
unaffected, they could hot help admiring 
and loving her 1 ' ’ 
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Clasped close to her mother’s breast, she 
told her of her engagement to the doctor, 
and received her kindly expressions of love 
and interest in all that pertained to her 
daughter’s happiness and welfare. 

The next week the worthy inhabitants of 
Deerfield were astoitished to see the doctor’s 
conveyance at John Wyman’s door, and its 
tall occupant knocking thereat. Soon it 
was known throughout the village thatFloy 
Wyman’s beau had come, and great was 
the excitement consequent upon the event. 

Dr. Farwell introduced himself to Mr, 
and Mrs. Wyman, and quite won their 
hearts by bis agreeable manner. Florrie 
was visiting at the minister’s house not far 
away, and on his inquiring for her, they 
directed him thither. The good pastor and 
his worthy ’helpmeet were no strangers to 
Harold Farwell, who bad met them In Dan¬ 
bury, and they were delighted to meet him, 
especially as they know of the relation 
existing between him and their beloved 
Florrie. 

As the loving pair, radiant with joy at 
meeting each other again, sat in the minis¬ 
ter’s little parlor alone, the doctor said: 

“ It is my wish that we be married before 
I go any further; I am anxious to take my 
bride home vritb me to my mother’s house 
when I return. S.ay, will yougo?” 

Florrie, with her head on her shoulder, 
looked up quickly and answered; 

“Harold, I cannot go now; auntie would 
be BO displeased, and really 1 cannot 1’’ 

“Florrie, who has the most right to hin¬ 
der your going, your grand-aunt or your 
father and mother f Surely, if they arc not 
opposed to so speedy a marriage, you need 
not fear her displeasure. If they are will¬ 
ing, will you consent?” 

“ But you know Aunt Charity has done 
everythiug for me, and treated me as if I 
were her daughter. Indeed, yon really 
must not urge me to such a step, for I posi¬ 
tively cannot consent 1” And she spoke in 
tones of real distress, while her cheeks 
glowed and her eyes filled with tears 1 

“ Promise me you will be mine at once, 
if your parents consent, Florrie darling 1” 
said he, persistently. 

“ Well, then I promise, for I am certain 
they will never agree to it,” answered 
Florrie, firmly. 

Next morning she was in her mother’s 
chamber bright and early, beseeching her 
not to listen to the doctor's proposal, should 


he mention it to her. “ Father Is so easy 
and pliable, I know he would say nothing 
against it; but, mother, I entreat you to be 
firmly opposed to it, for you know how 
auntie would feel! I know she would want 
me to be married at her house, and I can¬ 
not consent, even if I lose Harold’s level 
Say, mother dear, you never will be 
willing!” 

“I never will be willing 1” And Florrie 
went out and waited for the doctor’s com¬ 
ing with a relieved heart. 

So, though he pleaded and remonstrated 
with the determined mother, she was im¬ 
movable, and the young man was com¬ 
pelled to go homeward alone, leaving it to 
the pleasure of Aunt Charity as to when 
the wedding should take place. 

The weeks of Florrie’s stay in the coun¬ 
try aped quickly away, as likewise those of 
the doctor’s visit; and the little dwelling 
in Merton was alive again with Miss Dut¬ 
ton’s shrill voice and Florrle’a musical 
laughter. Dr. Farwell returned the very 
next day, and his pony and carriage might 
often have been seen at the good lady’s 
door; for a most earnest courtship had be¬ 
gun, which was to end in.a gay wedding at 
the beginning of the New Tear. Auntie 
was well pleased to find that her niece 
would not leave her as suddenly as the 
doctor wished, and determined to give her 
an elegant outfit, and a grand supper on 
the bridal night. 

And what of the stately Christine, and 
her statelier mother meanwhile? Mrs. Tru¬ 
man could not believe her own ears when 
she heard that the doctor had chosen Flor¬ 
rie, in preference to her daughter. 

“ If he could only know as much about 
the Wymans as I do, he never would have 
chosen a wife from among them 1” she said 
to her lady friends. “After we have treat¬ 
ed him as a son, and done so much for 
him, it shows his character as not being 
much of a gentleman to requite us so. 
And Christine liked him sol It’s a real 
shame 1” And she was fairly ill, and kept 
her room for a fortnight afterward, while 
Christine went around the house like on 
injured heroine of romance, white, silent 
and lofty. 

Georgia laughed, and played, and sang, 
to cheer the evil spirit away, but had to 
boar many a javelin thrust which she 
could not escape. 

But a cordial came for the damsel's 
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grief in the shape df a young college chum 
of the delinquent doctor, one of the same 
profession, who was sent for by the said 
doctor to take his place in Danbury during 
his absence. Charles Truman soon be¬ 
came intimate with the young man, and 
invited him to the paternal mansion, where 
he made himself quite at home,,and seemed 
more likely to be smitten with the charms 
of the graceful Christine than bis worthy 
chum Farwell. Could you believe that a 
wounded heart, and one which had been 
so terribly lacerated as hers had been, 
could heal so easily and so rapidly? Yet 
so it was; for ere a month had'elapsed Dr. 
Eaymond and Christine Truman were en¬ 
gaged, with the gracious consent of the 
heads of the family, despite the fact of bis 
being a stranger to them and every one 
else. Georgie wondered at her sister's in¬ 
fatuation, and remonstrated with her, but 
Chrissie was proof against shafts of sisterly 
advice. 

“ 'You don’t know who he may be; some 
reckless good-for-nothing fellow, who may 
soon cease to care for you, if, indeed, he 
does have any a^ectlon for you now. And 
they say he is a terrible flirt among the 
young iadies of Danbury.” 

“ Well, Tm sure no one knew anything 
of Dr. Farwell’s antecedents or previous 
character. Who knows but what he may 
be some worthless adventurer? I’m sure, 
every one was ready to devour him, and 
even the saintly Charity Dutton was de¬ 
lighted to think he wanted Florrie,” 

” O Chrissie I there were several in Dan¬ 
bury who knew Dr. Farwell’s family, and 
that he was a worthy young man; and bis 
conduct during the time he has been there 
proves him to be a most estimable person. 
But I don’t like Dr. Eaymond’s looks and 
manners, and 1 can!t think of having him 
for a brother-in-law. 'Why, sister dear, 
how con you think of going away with an 
entire stranger, and leaving your family, 
wlien we are ail so comfortable and happy 
here together?” 

‘‘ Georgie, do be still I I’m not afraid to 
trust Gerald, for I know he loves me; and 
]/ou need not scold me for wanting to go 
away and see the world. I’m certain if ail 
were as smooth as it might be, yon would 
marry Guy Newton to-morrow, and leave 
your, home,” 

Georgie blushed, and answered, quietly: 

” 1 thiiiV: Guy Newton a different person 


altogether from Gerald Baymoud, or I 
never would marry him.” 

“Well, I shall marry Gerald, anyway! 
It may not be very soon, for he must get 
his practice established somewhere before 
we get married. But I shall show the 
world that I can make as good a doctor’s 
wife as Flo Wyman 1” And the thin red 
lips set themselves firmly together. 

The time came for her lover's departure, 
and with many vows of eternal constancy, 
and expressions of tenderest affection, and 
promises to write very, very often until the 
time should come for him to return and 
claim her as his own, Gerald Baymond 
parted from bis sobbing Christine, and 
sailed away, accompanied by young Tru¬ 
man, who was going to college in charge of 
the doctor. 

Christine would not call upon Miss Wyi- 
man when she returned from Deerfield, 
though Georgina was as kind and loving as 
ever to her friend, in whose good fortune 
she rejoiced. Dear unselfish Georgie! 
How affectionate she was, and bow 
thoughtful of others I She never sat down 
and brooded over her trials and difficul¬ 
ties, but aimed at being a blessing to those 
around her, and living for something 
beside herself. 

The bridal night drew near, and Aunt 
Charity was in such a flurry I - You 
would have thought she was the one who 
contemplated marriage, instead of the 
calm quietly-moving Florrie, who was so 
undisturbed and collected in her various 
employments. And when the time ar, 
rived, and loving hands arrayed her in her 
bridardress of simple muslin, and arranged 
the misty veil, and placed the orange 
wreath upon her pure brow, was there eves 
so sweet and lovely a bride in oil Merton 
before? 

Poor Miss Charity made odd faces while 
trying to keep back the tears as she bustled 
around the rooms, up stairs and down, as 
if scarcely knowing what she was doing. 
Everything she could do had been done by 
her for her loving niece, and beneath all 
grief at the thought of losing her pleasant 
companionship, she felt complacent and 
satisfied, knowing that a loving and noble 
heart would henceforth have Florrie in its 
keeping. 

Georgie Truman was the bridemaid, and 
Guy Newton was the doctor’s attendant, 
and both were joyous and smiling. Ere 
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they went down to the drawing-room, 
where the ijuroerous guests were gathering, 
Guy whispered to the radiant Qeorgie, who 
was fluttering about in her white robes: 

“ 1)0 you know we will be married to¬ 
night, darling?” 

“Married to-nighll nonsense, Guy!” 
And the little black-haired damsel looked 
as if she tliought her lover had lost his 
senses. 

“I am in earnest, Georgie,” said he; 
and lie drew her to the window recess, 
“lly house is ail ready. Mother and the 
girls know about it. I’ve been planning it 
ever since [ knew you were to be Florrie’s 
bridemaid, and I the groomsman. Your 
father is perfectly willing, and it will be 
such a surprise to every one 1 The doctor 
and Florrie do not imagine such a thing.” 

Bewildered Georgie felt as if in a dream, 
and could scarcely speak. 

“Don’t look so amazed, darling. Get 
ou your laughing face again. I haven’t 
told youanythiagBOverydreadiu)f have I?” 

“It is so sudden and unexpected,” mur¬ 
mured Georgie, “1 cannot realize it at 
alii” 

“Compose yourself, dearestP’ he whis¬ 
pered; when Aunt Charity came up to in¬ 
form them that the time for the ceremony 
had fully come, and the guests were evin¬ 
cing signs of impatience. 

All eyes were riveted to the bridal party 
as they came in and took their places be¬ 
fore the clergyman, who only, beside the 
father of the trembling yet calm little 
maiden, knew of the double marriage 
about to be solemuized. The knot was 
speedily tied between the tall doctor and 
the fair Florrie, and, ere time was afforded 
for congratulations, the clergyman pro¬ 
ceeded forthwith to join Mr. Guy Newton 
and Miss Georgina Truman in the holy 
bands of matrimony, to the great surprise 
of every one present. 

“ Did you know It, Mr. Truman f” every 
one asked of the smiling paterfamilias, who 
had accepted the invitation to the wed¬ 
ding, but whose indignant spouse refused 
to grace the occasion with her presence. 

“ 01 course 1 did 1 and I’m glad of it, 
too 1” answered he, as he made his way to¬ 
wards the newly-married couples to offer 
his congratulatory expressions. 

“Such a novel wedding I" every one 
said. And all passed off so smoothly, too! 
Barely were there two such lovely brides; 


and if Guy Newton was not as tali aud dis¬ 
tingue as the stately Dr. Farwell, he wa» 
good and true-looking, aud Georgie was 
proud of him, and was so happy and lovely 
that every one admired her quite as much 
as they did Florrie. 

At last quiet came again to the abode of 
Charity Dutton, and the lonely lady shed' 
many tears at the parting hour, and 
groaned to think of the weary hours she 
must pass without the society of her dear 
Florrie, who had gone to her Danbury 
home to be a radiant sunbeam in the dwell¬ 
ing of her devoted and beloved husbaud. 

The weeks rolled by, and ClirisUne Tru¬ 
man had heard not a word from her absent 
lover -(vho had promised so faithfully to 
write to her while away. Young Truman 
had written often, always mentioning that 
he had not seen Dr. Itaymoud, or heard a 
word from him since he parted with him 
at the hotel, on his arrival in the city. 
Christine’s pride was much wounded at the 
thought of being deserted in that way, but 
she resolved that no one should know the 
feelings of her heart by her appearance or 
words. So, as the time passed on, and no 
tidings came from the recreant doctor, she 
grew statelier, and loftier, aud paler, aud 
that was all the difference any one could 
perceive in her; though it began to be 
whispered among her friends aud acquaint¬ 
ances that she would see or hear no more 
of Gerald Raymond. Mrs. Truman was re¬ 
markably quiet on the subject; indeed, she 
thought it best to be reticent with regard 
to it, which was certainly the best course 
for her to take. 

“ Harold,” said the doctor’s wife to her 
husbaud one day, as they were sitting in 
the little dining-room, he busily writ¬ 
ing, and she working away with her 
crochet-needle, “did you know that Ger¬ 
ald Raymond was engaged to Christine 
Trumau?” 

“ Why, yes', dear!” answered the doctor, 
looking up from his writing. “ Did I never 
tell you about it ? I got a letter from him 
him about a fortnight ago, in which he 
confessed his pranks and misdemeanors 
while filling my place in Danbury. He 
confesses to having entered into an engage¬ 
ment with several young ladies here, and 
mentions Cliristiue 'Trumau as being a 
* pretty proud little girl, aud hopes she is 
not heart-broken T ” 

“The wretched, worthless flirt 1 IfosF 
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-call lie act so? Do you know I found a 
fetter one day tliat must hare dropped 
from bis pocket while here 7 ’Twas from 
a young lady in New York to whom he was 
evidently engaged, in wiiich she upbraided 
him for not having informed her of his 
whereabouts ere that time, and in which 
she desired to know if he still cared for 
her, and also assured him of her change¬ 
less love for him. Poor Christine 1 Ido 
really pity her. I suppose she felt sure of 
getting a doctor when be came along, if 
she did iose the chance of getting you,” 
And Piorrie laughed a low musical laugh. 

“ It's a good thing she never married 
him, dear. 1 know all about him and bis 
family; and Miss Truman is one of those 
persons who will not give way to grief, and 
.make .herself ridiculous. She has too 
much pride and love for herself to do 
that.” 

Christine did, nevertheless, grieve in se- 
■cret over her broken idols j and there was 
no Qeorgie near her to bring the smiies 
back to her face, and her irascible mamma 
was not very expert at cheering one up. 
So she grew thin, and mopish, and reserved 
at home, though in company she endeav¬ 
ored to appear to as good advantage as pos¬ 
sible, for was not her younger sister mar¬ 
ried, and she loveriess? 

She was sitting by the front window of 
her sisteps home one pleasant afternoon, 
gazing out on the passers-by, when her at¬ 
tention was attracted to a young man who 
was entering, a store opposite. Ho was 
about the medium height, slender and 
graceful in movement and air. His hair 
was glossy black, as well as his whiskers 
and trim! mustache. Glittering studs 
adorned bis wrists and immaculate shirt-; 
front, aud he had the most charming white 
teeth; so she perceived as he turned to 
speak to a person near the door. 

“Who can that he?” she said to Qeor¬ 
gie, who just then came into the room. 

“Why, Chrisl you haven^t lost your 
heart again?” laughed Geprgie; then add¬ 
ed, soberly, “ I’ve never said scarcely any-, 
thing to you about.Dr. Raymond, knowing 
your feelings,, but I am gldd you never 
married^blm, sister.. He. did turn out to, 
be a worthiess vagabond, as I toid you 1 
felt sure be would, l&ough 1 knew nothing 
■of him.” 

:Ohri88le:tumed,-:Tery pale, and looked 
out of the window again. 


“Well, I really am anxious to know who 
that stranger is. I’m certain he’s a per¬ 
fect gentleman, just by the looks of him; 
and one doesn’t see many gentlemen now- 
a-days, in Merton, especially 1” And Chris¬ 
tine strained her eyes to see if she. could 
make out the form of the graceful un¬ 
known among the crowd that thronged the 
store. Presently he came out and passed 
the window, looking up with a surprised 
glance of admiration at the fair face which 
grew rosy in an instant, and withdrew be¬ 
hind the curtain. 

The stranger was a dentist, a Dr. Wayne, 
from Germany, it was said. He had opened 
an office not far from Mr. Newton’s, and 
intended remaining in Merton for soma 
time. The young ladies of the village 
quite lionized the new-comer, and Chris¬ 
tine Truman was not behind the others in 
gaining the smiles and compliments of the 
slender gentleman. Mrs. Truman, wel-. 
corned him to her parlors when she gave a 
party, and was all smiling and entertain¬ 
ing, for did not her ancestors come from 
Germany? So she talked, and scarcely 
gave him an opportunity of casting a sly 
glance of admiration towards Miss Chris¬ 
tine, who sat quite prepared for a Rirta- 
tion, having on her most languishing air, 
aud her most becoming attire. 

Now certain very discreditable rumors 
began to be afloat concerning this same 
Dr. Wayne, and be fell into disfavor with, 
the belles of Merton, with the exception of 
Miss Truman, who stood up for him yal': 
iantiy whenever his character was. as¬ 
sailed, to the intense amusement of. her 
feminine friends. .,,! 

Cbrlssie bad a certain old bachelor uncle, 
whom we have never mentioned before, who 
was the owner of. a marvellous structure, 
yclept a dwelling-house whose wings,andi 
turrets, and balconies were the wonder of all 
Merton. Now said uncle bad bad bis ears; 
sgluted with,the news that Dr. Wayne bad; 
remarked that “ ’twas quite likely that Mr.i 
Aaron Truman would leave his house and 
property to his niece Cbijstlne, as there 
was no . danger of his , ever occupying it, 
himself.” This remark savored quite' 
strongly—to Mr. Aaron—of .a penniless ad¬ 
venturer desirous of marrying for money ;; 
and be sounded bis brother with regard tO; 
his prospective snnrinrlaw, receiving : his. 
expression of strqng antipathy towards tbej 
dandified dentist with supreme satisfaction. 
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“ He shall never have my consent to 
marry Christine, that I am determined 
uponT’ said the old gentleman. “Idon't 
care if the women do talk, and cry, and 
scold, and stay in their rooms a month! I 
was fooled once, and I'll see if I'li he 
again P’ And Aaron winked and nodded 
approvingiy at his brother’s decision. 

So one evening—the occasion of a grand 
tea-meeting in Merton—when Mr. Truman 
saw his daughter ieave the hali for a waik, 
in company with the dentist, his wrath sud¬ 
denly began to rise alarmingly, and he 
hastened to his domicile, that, like Tam 
O’Shantor’s spouse, he might “ nurse his 
wrath to keep it warm.” His worthy wife 
had disappeared, so he sat down, and, giv¬ 
ing the Sre a vigorous poking, awaited the 
coming of his eldest daughter, whose con¬ 
duct had so displeased him. Sureiy he 
heard voices at the gate, he thought, after 
waiting at least two hours. He would stop 
their conversation pretty quickly; and the 
door was dung open, and a thundering 
voice exclaimed: 

“Christine Truman, come into the 
house P’ 

The startled damsel obeyed her father’s 
peremptory summons immediately, leaving 
the object of her affections in a somewhat 
alarmed state of mind, as he hastened 
down the street. She walked in slowly, 
and entered the parlor, where her paternal 
relative was seated upright in his chair, as 
if fixed with some desperate resolve. 

“ Christine, were you walking with that 
Wayne this evening 7" 

“ Yes sir,” she answered quietly, as she 
seated herself on the sofa, and unpinned 
• her shawl, letting it fall round her grace¬ 
ful form, while her cheeks burned aUd 
glowed. “ What objectioqs do you have 
to my walking with the young gentleman, 
father?” 

“ I don’t want my daughter to be seen in 
the company of that young scoundrel, and 
1 positively forbid your doing so again. 
Ho you hear me, and will you obey me?” 

He rose and stood before the trembling 
girl, and looked straight into her large 
eyes, which fixed themselves steadily on 
his face as she replied, coolly and calmly: 

“ I am engaged to that young scoundrel, 
as you term him, father, and I consider 
myself capable by this time of judging who 
is a fit companion for me; so.I don’t wish 
to hear anything more on that subject t” 


And she rose, opened the door, and went 
out and up to her chamber, leaving the 
astonished ‘<parlent'' staring wiidiy after 
bis retreating daughter, and wondering if 
she were demented. 

At last he found his voice, and going out 
into the hall, called after her: 

“ If you mar^ that fellow you need 
never darken my doors again. But you 
never shall marry himl” 

In spite of the expression of paternal in¬ 
dignation which startled Christine, she 
contrived to meet the elegant doctor next 
day, and informed him of what had taken 
place. 

“ I am going to remove to Danbnry soon. 
We will keep quiet until I am gone, then I 
will write and tell you of my plans. 0, if 
we could but make our escape to my native 
land 1” sighed the lovelorn swain. And 
Chrissie thought how very romantic it 
would be. 

“Where were you yesterday, sister?” 
asked Mrs. Newton of Christine, one Mon¬ 
day afternoon, when she was paying her a 
short visit. 

“ 0, mamma and I went to Danbury to 
attend divine service at the Episcopal 
church. Didn't you see us? We were not 
far ahead of you as you came down the 
street.” 

“ Now, Chrissie, tell me what you went 
there for. Was it not to meet a certain 
perfumed and hewhiskered arrangement 
who calls himself a doctor, but who, I be¬ 
lieve, is no more a doctor than I am. Are 
you crazy, Christine Truman ?” 

“ Not a bit, Georgina Newton 1 It's very 
strange that you don't consider your elder 
sister competent to decide for herself.” 

“You are so blind, Christine I I don't 
know what will become of you, I'm sure 1" 

“ Pray attend to your own affairs, and, 
like a good sister, don't interfere with 
mine!” was Christine’s answer. 

“Mammal” exclaimed little Jane Tru¬ 
man, tunning down to the dining-room one 
mor^ng, about three or four weeks after 
the conversation between the sisters, “ I 
can’t find Christine anywhere. She Isn’t 
in the closet, and she isn’t up garret; and 
I guess a big giant must have come and 
carried her off, like the girl in my new 
story-book.” 

The beads of the family having become 
a little alarmed at the non-appearance of 
their daughter at the breakfast-table, had 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproductioh prohibited without permission. 



Bent little Jane to call her sister; and now 
her announcement filled them with won¬ 
der and fear. The house was searched 
from top to bottom, but no Christine could 
be found. Her wardrobe had vanished 
likewise, and all her choicest belongings. 
A tiny note was found on ]ier toilet by lit¬ 
tle Jane, addressed to her mother, in which 
she declared that “ she meant to elope with 
her lover, as her father was so determined 
against the match. Perhaps at some fu¬ 
ture time, if he were willing, she would 
darken his doors; though now she was 
about to start for a far-distant land with 
the man who, in a few hours, would be 
her husbanld, and in whom she placed the 
fullest confidence.” 

Poor Mrs. Truman was quite upset by 
this sudden event. She bitterly upbraided 
her husband as the cause of it, telling him 
that by his harshness he had driven his 
child from her home and family. But he 
was inexorable, and even avowed his in¬ 
tention of not going in search of Christine, 
though her mother entreated, and scolded, 
and stormed. 

“ I shall have nothing more to do with 
her; let her alone.” 

So our heroine, who had made her es¬ 
cape in the darkness of the night, assisted 
by her gallant lover, was allowed to depart 
from her native shores as Mrs. Dr. Wayne, 


going somewhere, she scarcely knew 
whither. 

When the young Dr. Truman came back 
to his home, in the full glory of a most 
marvellously high shirt collar, and a pro¬ 
digious amount of blue and white necktie; 
hair still white, and lean face still whisker- 
less, though there were the slightest possi¬ 
ble suspicions of a faint mustache promis¬ 
ing to be quite invisible, and air and man¬ 
ner reminding one of one’s grandfather, 
he found his stately sister had, in her ex¬ 
treme fondness for the title M. D., gone off 
with an unknown adventurer, no one knew 
whither. ' 

Years afterward, when Christine had 
learned by bitter experience that fair prom¬ 
ises and fine appearances are not to be 
always implicitly trusted, when the proud 
spirit had been tamed by the rough usage 
of this world, and the garb of widowhood 
clothed her bowed form, she came back, 
sorrowful and saddened, to her aged pa¬ 
rents and still loving sisters, who, rejoicing 
over the returned wanderer, sought to 
make her life a happy one; and in the quiet 
noon of middle life she found a true, mauly 
and noble heart willing to help her over 
the thorny ways of earth, and of whose 
worthiness she strove, by her unselfishness 
and by earnest strivings after a better life, 
to make herself worthy. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

“ 1 WILL BBAVB H19 AHOBB.” 

“ Lady Valencb, I will be frank with 
you,” continued Dr. Newatl. ** I cannot 
deny that your hnsband is ill, and that his 
Illness has been to mo a very mysterious 
and Inexplicable thing—until to.day. Men¬ 
tally, he is very ill; but I ^ not say he Is 
incurable." 

“ Thank God I O thank God 1” 

“ Still, his disease has so much more to 
do with the mind than the body, that or¬ 
dinary means will, X am afraid, bo of little 
avail. The plain fact is, that Lord Va¬ 
lence has unhinged his own mind. From 
a child he has been of a sensitive and emo¬ 
tional temperament; and this disposition, 
which should have been combated in every 
possible way, through the means of healthy 
interests and exercise, he has fatally en¬ 
couraged by the nature of his studies.” 

“Do you mean to say he has brought 
this state of things on himself?” 

“Entirely so. As would any one who 
gave himself up, body and soul, to the un¬ 
ravelling of mysteries, which. If even the 
Divine law intended at any period to be 
made more clear to us, it never meant that 
in their pursuit we should neglect the 
higher human duties to which we were 
born Into the world.” 

“ Dr. Newall 1 you speak as though you 
believed it all.” 

“ Believed what, my dear lady?” 

“ That it really is possible to bold com¬ 
munication with the uqseen world. I 
know,” continues Everil, rather unsteadily, 
“ that I began by telling you that 1 had 
seen the—the—spirit; but I thought—I 
hoped—that is, I fancied —" 

“ That 1 could contradict your statement, 
and tell you that it was all nonsense—the 
effect of your heated imagination. Kol 
Lady Valence, I can’t do thatl 1 do not 
know, of course, in this case whether it 
was fancy or not. Tour nerves may have 
been—doubtless were—worked up to the 
highest pitch, and have raised a phantom 
of themselves to frighten you.” 

“O not indeed they did not. I know 


now—1 feel sure—that I was not mistaken 
—that it really was there. Yet—’’ 

“ Yet—you are surprised that I believe 
you. Hy dear child, this Is nothing new 
to me, or to any one. What you have ex¬ 
perienced is as old as the bills.” 

“Then yon think that all the stories of 
ghosts that one has heard are true?” 

“ Certainly not. Kot one in a hundred 
is true; but do yon suppose such stories 
would ever gain ground wltboutsomefoun- 
dation ? From the earliest ages. Lady Va¬ 
lence, man has at times attempted to raise 
the veil that hangs between us and the un¬ 
seen world, and to peer into those myster¬ 
ies which for some wise purpose have been 
hidden from ordinary sight, and be has 
generally suffered for it.” 

“Is it wicked?” demands Everil, in a 
low voice. 

“ It is not for me to say, whether ft Is 
wicked or not. Lady Valence. The Cath¬ 
olic church, the church to which I belong, 
has decided that her children had better 
not meddle With it; consequently I have 
no personal experience of its effects on the 
human mind. But I have, unfortunately, 
been called on more than once during ray 
professional career to cure a patient whose 
bodily health has been wrecked by tbe un¬ 
natural strain upon bismind caused by this 
unnatural study.” 

“ I have heard of spiritualism, of course, 
on occaaions,’‘ says Everil; “but I never 
took any Interest in it, and 1 little thought 
it could be productive of such awful results 
as these.” 

‘‘No more it is in ordinary cases; but 
your husband’s is not an ordinary case. 
From a child he has been unusually sub¬ 
ject to such influences. I remember when 
his dear father died, and I went to an¬ 
nounce the fact to him, he met me at the 
door with the intelligence that he was not 
dead, and that he had but just seen him 
standing in his room. I can see his boyish 
face now, lighted up, almost as it were 
ethereally with the conviction. I tried to 
combat the idea. I hoped then it might 
have been his imagination; but I soon saw 
I was mistaken. He has never been like 
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other boys or men since that night.” 

<■ Tell me all about him,” says Sveril, 
Imploringly. 

“ He grew too slight and delicate; too 
iond of solitude and study; too sileut and 
reserved in company. There was no bodily 
disease apparent, excepting that his pulse 
was higher and more fitful than was suited 
to bis age, and that be occasionally suf¬ 
fered from slight attacks of fever. Then 
be went abroad, and for some years I lost 
sight of him.” 

‘‘Hid be see these—these things then. 
Dr. Newall?” 

“I cannot tell your ladyship; but I fancy 
not. I think it must have been whilst 
abroad that he was first imbued with a 
desire to tom his study of necromancy to 
account. When he returned 1 saw a great 
alteration in him. I ventured once or 
twice to speak to him on the subject; but 
be did not encourage me to renew the 
attempt.” 

“0, why were you not brave? Tou 
should have risked his anger—anything— 
to save him from himself.” 

“ My dear lady, remember that my duty 
extends no further than looking after Lord 
Valence’s body. With bis mind, his 
thoughts, bis inner self, I have no right to 
meddle. It is you alone, who are one with 
him, who have the privilege to search bis 
soul." 

‘‘And I have found it out too late—too 
late I” 

“ We will not eay that yet,” replies the 
old doctor, kindly; but she observes that 
he does not say it hopefully; “ though you 
have not found it out one day too soon. I 
knew then that your husband pursued this 
study more than was good for him, and I 
saw his health gradually give way; yet 1 
was at a loss to link the two facts together, 
which, as I observed before, under ordinary 
circumstances, would have bad no connec¬ 
tion. But what you have told me to-day 
makes it all clear to me. If Lord Valence 
has permitted bis curiosity to go to such 
lengths as you describe, aud his mind to 
believe all the so-called revelations made 
to him, it is no wonder his health has sunk 
beneath the torture. Lady Valence, I have 
told you all 1 know. Be equally frank 
with me, or we may lose the last chance of 
disabusing your husband’s mind of this 
terrible superstition.” 

“ 1 will tell you everything. Dr. Kewall; 


but remember my knowledge only dates 
from last night. Valence has always told 
me that his premature djsath was certain, 
and nothing could prevent it; and yester¬ 
day be said the very day and hour were 
fixed. Then it came—0, what a fool I was 
to faint; but I never believed that it could 
be really true. He called it Isola, and I 
remember nothing more. But when 1 re¬ 
covered, and questioned him, and implored 
him to tell me the whole truth, he said that 
it bad told him that be should ”—faltering 
—‘‘that he should ”—stopping short. 

‘‘ Yes, yes, my dear child, I understand,” 
says Dr. Newell, soothingly. 

‘‘Next February—on the 8d—at noon,” 
concludes Lady Valence in a despairlag 
whisper. 

‘‘And the poor boy—with a power of 
emotion that wears out his nature as a 
sword does its scabbard—is so thoroughly 
impressed with the idea that what be has 
heard is true, that the fiame of existence 
fiickers down lower every day, and threat¬ 
ens to go out at the appointed time from 
sheer belief in the impossibility of its last¬ 
ing longer. And what a life it is to be thus 
thrown away I" 

His words ring in her ears as if they were 
a death knell. She rises suddenly from 
her seat, and throws herself at bis feet. 

‘‘O nol—O no I Don’t say that. Dr. 
Newalll for Heaven’s sake, don’t say that! 
Tou will save him, will you not—now that 
you know all? You will think of some 
means by which we may save him from the 
effects of bis own weakness. I know it is 
nothing, and I cannot say what I want to 
say; but if my life—^my fortune-^lf I could 
work—if I could die— O my God 11 am 
talking such folly, when 1 want to say so 
much r’ 

‘‘Poorchild 1 And do you really love 
him like this?” 

She is sobbing so violently that at first 
she cannot answer him, but as the feeling 
of the kind old band that is laid upon her 
bowed bead soothes her into peace, she 
makes her bumble confession to him, still 
on her knees. 

‘‘ 1 did not once. The conditions of my 
father’s will that brought us together were 
repugnant to mo. They roused my worst 
feelings, and I almost bated him. But 
since we have been man and wife—sluee 1 
have lived with him, and seen how good, 
and honorable, and kind he is, and what a 
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world of tender feeling lies hid beneath his 
gentle nature, I have learned ”—In alower 
tone—“ not to love, I think, but to—wor¬ 
ship him.” 

“ God reward your goodness to him, my 
child, tenfold into your bosom. And what¬ 
ever happens—whether the worst we fear 
comes to pass, or you are spared to spend 
your lives together—the remembrance of 
this time, and the strength that has been 
given you to overcome your pride and ac¬ 
knowledge that you have been in the 
wrong, will remain to comfort you to the 
very end.” 

She has regained her calmness by this 
time, and she rises and takes a seat oppo¬ 
site to him with only a trace of sadness on 
her features. 

” But what am I to do. Dr. Newall ?” 
she says, after a pause. “What can we 
do, in order, if possible, to avert this awful 
calamity?” 

“ 1 am not prepared all at once to tell 
you that. Lady Valence. With this new 
knowledge in my mind, I must watch the 
earl narrowly for the next few days, and 
see what effect the warning has bad upon 
bis general health. It has appeared to me 
better of late. I hoped it was mending.” 

“ So did I. And If you could only have 
seen him this morning 1 He looked so 
young and cheerful as he bid me goed-by. 
Ho one but myself could believe the hor¬ 
rors he went through lost night. But lire. 
Weet,who has been his companion through¬ 
out this fatal study, tells every one that be 
Is dying. And he believes it.. And —” 

“ Lady Valence, excuse me for interrupt¬ 
ing you, but I have made up my mind on 
the matter. I will speak to the earl my¬ 
self. Ho! do not be afraid 1 shall not 
mention that I have seen you; but Iwill 
lead him on to speak about his general 
health until I draw the real truth from 
him.” 

. “But will he not be angry with you? 
Agatha hat told me be will not permit bis 
most intimate friends to approach the 
subject.” 

“ I will brave bis anger, for your sake 
and his own. At the worst, be can but 
disbelieve me, and my arguments if con¬ 
vincing, may turn his thoughts into another 
direction. Ueanwhile, Lady Valence, the 
one thing needful is to divert his mind. 
Don’t mention spiritualism to him in any 
way—don’t even allude to it; but engage 


him In lively conversation and pursuits, 
and draw him out of himself.” 

“Ah 1 that is easier said than done. Ton 
don’t know the difidcuities of what you 
propose. In this gloomy old castle, too, of 
which every nook and comer is associated 
In his memory with some'spectral illusion. 
He is not free from them even in his owu 
chamber. His world is peopled with un¬ 
natural creations. He lives in an atmos¬ 
phere of mystery.” 

“ Take him away from Castle Valence, 
then.” 

“Where? Abroad? Do you think he 
would come?” 

“Why not make the attempt? Ask him 
to go—for your sake.” 

She ciapps her bands together. A red 
glow of hope suffuses her cheek. 

“ Perhaps he would 1 And when we are 
far away from all that can recall the past 
to him—he and I, together and alone—1 
shall have courage, perhaps, to speak open¬ 
ly and do combat with his fears to convince 
him that it is imaginatioo. But uol not” 
she continues, shrinking back, as the 
thought of what she saw in the library the 
night before comes back upon her mind. 
“ How can 1 say that when I know it to be 
real—so real ?” 

“ The apparition may be real. Lady Va¬ 
lence. It is no reason that its prophecy 
should be real also. The line of argument 
1 should wish, you to adopt with your hus¬ 
band is, not that bis sense of sight has de¬ 
ceived him, but bis sense of reasoning.” 

“ I see—I understand,” she says, rising. 
“Dr. Hewall, how can I thank you suffl- 
cieutlyl Vou have given me hope. It is 
but a glimmer, but it is hope.” 

“ Tour ladyship has given me more than 
hope,” he answers, cheerily. “ You have 
given me the certain assurance that my 
dear friend’s son has at last some one to 
care for and look after him. Lady Va¬ 
lence, I never liked Urs. West. 1 may be 
unjust in my conclusions, but I do not 
think hfrs. West is to be trusted.” 

“Ho mote do I, Dr. Hewall; but Agatha 
is one of Valence’s infatuations. He be¬ 
lieves she is devoted to bis interests, and 
she takes good care to keep him up to the 
belief.” 

“ Get rid of Mrs, West as soon as you 
conveniently con,” remarks the doctor 
quietly—so quietly that he makes Sveril 
laugh. 
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“She tella Valence that eomebody in¬ 
tends to relieve me of the trouble, Dr. 
Newall.” 

"The sooner the better. Come Lady 
Valence, that is something like a face to 
take back to the castle. I never saw you 
look so happy, nor—if you will allow me to 
say It—so beautiful before.” 

“ I am going back to himi" she answers 
brightly, as she leaves him to ponder over 
the intelligence be has received. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

“mT HONOBt-AS a Gl£NTI.BJtAir.” 

Hatt trat.t. y it occupies his mind for tVe 
remainder of the day, though he is not so 
much puzzled by it as most meu might 
have been. 

Dr. Newall has been bred up in the Cath¬ 
olic faith, and miracles are no subjects of 
incredulity with him. He knows that they 
have occurred from the beginning of time. 
Be believes they will continue to the end, 
and he is not prepared to argue when they 
sh(iuld or should not be revealed to men. 
But none the less is he able .to see how 
fatal a power that of communication with 
the unseen world would prove in the hands 
of most mortals, nor how the man must 
suffer who resigns bis will and reason to 
those of spirits in nowise better fitted to 
guide him than his own, eaceptfor the fact 
that they have been unclothed from the 
flesh with which he is still encumbered. 
He Is so troubled on the matter that he 
cannot rest, and, having left his early din¬ 
ner untasted on the table, strolls towards 
the castle in hopes of finding Lord Valence 
at home. On his way be encounters Mrs. 
West. 

“ Well, Mrs. West, how Is the little man 
going on? Famously, eh I 1 thought we 
shouldn’t make a long job of it. But you 
^ must be careful not to let him get out of 
doors too soon. It is treacherous weather 
for taking cold.” 

” 0 no. Dr. Kewall. I should be careful 
of any one In such a case; but with Arthur, 
whose life is so especially precious T’ 

“ Ol—ah I—yes.I an only child, of course. 
They’re always spoiled. But you’ll marry 
again some day, Mra. West, and make up 
your baker’s dozen.” 

She alluded to her child’s chance of in¬ 
heriting the earldom, and Dr. Ifewall 
knows as well as possible that she intended 


him to understand it so; bnt he will not 
flatter her ambitious hopes. 

“ Even If I do,” replies the widow, not 
entirely displeased with the supposition, 
“ I don’t see how it will make any differ¬ 
ence to my dear Arthur’s prospects. How 
ill poor Valeiice is looking, doctorl” 

A notion comes into the doctor’s bead. 
He will question this shifty little woman 
and try to bring her to book before he sees 
the earl, so that be may have some founda¬ 
tion on which to rest his sudden determi¬ 
nation to trace the cause of his indisposi¬ 
tion to the root. 

“ Very ill, Mrs. West; and I have had 
reason to think lately there is some ulterior 
cause for his illness, which has uot yet 
been disclosed to me, and without discover¬ 
ing which my medicines will continue to 
be of no avail. Now, I think you can help 
me in the matter. You are the earl’s con¬ 
stant companion, 1 may say his most inti¬ 
mate friend. You have assisted him also, 
if I guess rightly, in the pursuit of this 
study of necromancy, to which be is so 
much addicted. Now, tell me the truth. 
How far does he permit it to affect bis 
daily life?” 

How quickly the wind changes. It may 
be blowing in your face one moment, and 
apparently, without rhyme or reason, you 
find it against your back the next. Mrs, 
West’s tactics are like the wind. She com¬ 
menced the conversation with the idea of 
hearing Dr, Newall reiterate his former 
statements that Lord Valence’s symptoms 
are such a puzzle to him that bis disease 
must take its chance; in which case she 
would have confirmed his sospicions, and 
lamented with him the sad prospect of 
their mutual bereavement; but directly she 
hears his appeal to her to disclose all she 
may know of Valence’s private studies, 
and the effect they have produced on his 
mind and body, she scents danger and dis¬ 
appointment in the distance, and is ignor¬ 
ance Itself upon the subject. 

“Necromancy, doctor? What an awful 
term I Do you mean spiritualism? Just 
sitting at a table, and all that kind of 
nonsense?” 

“ No, Mrs. West. I don’t mean any kind 
of nonsense. I mean this study which is 
affecting Lord Valence’s brain, and may 
be productive of the most fatal consequen¬ 
ces to his health. Do you not pnfsoe it 
with him?” 
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" Do I not, what Is called ‘ sit’ with him, 
you mean* O, sometimes.” 

“How often do you call ‘sometimes?’ 
Every day ?” 

“ O now. Dr. Newall, how do you sup¬ 
pose I could attend to my darling child, 
and to dear Valence himself, for that mat¬ 
ter, if I were always playing at turning 
tables? No, of course not.” 

“ Every other day, perhaps?” 

“ I really couldn’t say. I go when dear 
Valence ashs mej just to please him, you 
know, for an hour or so after the rest have 
gone to bed.” 

“And what occurs at these sittings? 
Please be frank with me, madam. Tour 
brother-in-law’s life may depend upou your 
answers.” 

How well she knows itl 

“ I wish you wouidn’t taik in that horri¬ 
bly solemn way, doctor; you make one feel 
so nervous. Besides what have our little 
seances to do with dear Valence’s health?” 

“Everything, as 1 imagine.” 

“ O doctor! What, just watching a table 
turn round, or hearing it rap? How could 
that hurt anybody? I am sure I would 
never sit again i£ I thought so. I should 
be afraid of it for myself.” 

“ Do you mean to tell me, that after so 
many years of patient investigation on the 
part of Lord Valence and yourself, iirs. 
IVest, nothing more occurs at these seances 
than you have already mentioned? No 
sounds or touches—no appearances?” 

“So ghosts, do you mean? Goodness, 
doctor 1 no/ Do you suppose I should be 
alive to speak to you about them if there 
had been appearances? Good heavens! 
how you make me creep 1 I feel as if I 
should never be warm again.” 

“Then what are these faints or fits— 
these lengthened periods of unconscious¬ 
ness, which I understand Lord Valence 
suffers from?” 

He looks at her sternly, and Agatha does 
not quite know what to answer. If she 
denies all knowledge of the earl’s trances 
she may be convicted of falsehood, for Va¬ 
lence may have mentioned them himself to 
the doctor, or the servants may have beea 
bold enough to carry the report to him. 
Agatha seidom finds herself in a quandary, 
but she is in one now. Yet catlike, she 
shuffies out of it, though tamely. ‘ 

“ 0, his faints, you mean. People foam 
at the mouth, don’t they, when they have. 


fits ? Besides, I know these are faints, I 
have often fainted myself. There is not 
much danger in fainting, is there?” 

“ The question now is, not what is dan¬ 
gerous, pr what is not, but how far has this 
disease gone. Why have I not been in¬ 
formed of Lord Valence’s fainting? You 
have seen me constantly, Mrs. West, and 
have discussed this subject almost as often 
as we have met. Why have you never di¬ 
rected my attention to this phase of his 
illness?” 

“ I really did not think it was of sufficient 
consequence.” . ’ - 

“ Does it occur often ?” 

• “Odear.no!—only occasionally. When 
he is over-fatigued, I suppose. You will 
allow that I have never denied that he is 
vety weak. Dr. Newall.” 

“ How long do the attacks last?” 

“Not very long. They are ordinary 
fainting fits.” 

“ Yet a rumor has reached me of his hav¬ 
ing had one that lasted above an hour, Mrs. 
West.” 

She colors at this. 

“Ah! that was an exceptional occasion; 
and I should have sent for yon then, of 
course. Dr. Newall, if it had been in the 
day, but it took place at night.” 

“ You might have told me of it after¬ 
wards.” 

“Well, perhaps I should; but poor dear 
Valence is very sensitive, you know, and 
most averse to the subject of his health be¬ 
ing commented on. He would not be 
pleased to hear that we ever discussed it 
together.” 

“ He must hear it without being pleased, 
then,” answers the doctor, roughly, “fori 
am determined to sift this matter to the 
bottom. Is the earl within doors ?” 

“ 1 think so; I am not sure. But 0 Dr. 
Newall,” continues Agatha, with real 
alarm, “I hope you will confine your in¬ 
quiries entirely to his bodily health, and 
not mention a word about spiritualism. 
He will never forgive you if you do.” 

“ I shall act for the best, madam, and 
say and do exactly as occasion requires, 
without any reference to Lord Valence’s 
feelings. The business has gone too far 
for that now.” 

“ But it is matter of so entirely private a 
nature, doctor. I don’t think any friend, 
however Intimate, has a right to pry into 
the secrets of another’s breast,” 
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“ I hope I have always proved myself a 
friend of Lord Talence, Mrs. West; bat In 
this instance. I go to him purely In the 
character of his medical adviser.” 

“But you will startle him; you will 
shock his sense of delicacy it you dash at 
once Into a subject which he has consid¬ 
ered a profound secret. IjCt me go to Va¬ 
lence first, doctor. Let me prepare him.” 

“By no meansr’ says the doctor, as^ 
firmly but gently he puts her on one side. 
“I do not need your assistance, Mrs. 
West. I wish to see Lord Valence by 
himself; and if he is not at home when 1 
call, I shall wait until he returns.” And 
BO saying, he leaves the little widow very 
ill at ease, and puzzled to conjecture what 
can possibly be the Issue of the coming 
venture. Will Valence be so weak'as to 
disclose all; and if ho so discloses It, will 
Dr. Kewall have the power to laugh him 
out of his belief, or convince him of its 
fallacy ? Who can have aroused the doc¬ 
tor's suspicions? 

As this question presents itself to her 
mind, a sudden look of intelligence—of 
disappointment—of fear, passes over her 
features. She would run after the.doctor, 
and at all risks forestall the communica¬ 
tion he is likely to receive, so as to infuse 
a little of her own coloring to the facta 
which must inevitably startle him into 
further inquiry; but he is already past the 
possibility of being overtaken. Even as 
she looks round for him, she sees him dis¬ 
appearing within’the castle walls; and she 
has no better companions than her conjec¬ 
tures and her fears for the remainder of 
her walk. 

• *•*••• 

When Lord Valence hears that Doctor 
Eewall is waiting to see him, he comes 
bounding into the library as if he were a 
boy. 

“ How are you, Newall ? Splendid day, 
isn’tit? I’ve just come back from Bally- 
broogan. Have you seen Lady Valence? 

I left her not a minute ago, tossing my 
poor old books hither and thither, and 
transforming all my bachefor neatness into 
exquisite confusion.” 

He seats himself on the edge of a table 
as he speaks, and with folded arras regards 
the doctor smilingly. His eyes are bright, 
bis cheek is flushed, bis hair thrown care¬ 
lessly off his forehead. His old friend 
thinks he has never seen him look happier 


or better before. Is it possible that this is 
the man who believes in a gloomy fore¬ 
boding of death to such a degree as to per¬ 
mit it to sap the very springs of his exist¬ 
ence? It appears Incredible. And yet, 
beautiful as are his speaking features at 
this moment, there is a hectic spot upon 
bis cheek and a glitter in his eye too deep, 
too bright for/healtb. He looks like a vo¬ 
tary of that terrible god Consumption, 
who bedecks her victims to the last, bides 
their sunken cheeks with roses, and lights 
up their dying eyes with the lamp of fever. 

“ No, my lord, I have not seen her lady¬ 
ship since I entered the castle. I trust 
that she is well.” 

“ O, I think so; but she complains of a 
little headache this morning. We were up 
rather late last night.” 

As he says the words some happy recol¬ 
lection strikes him, and a glorious smile 
breaks out over his countenance. 

“ Is she not beautiful, Newall? I don’t 
think I ever saw such another figure, so 
graceful, so elastic, and yet so firm. It is 
difiicull to conceive her ever getting ill.” 

“ She appears, indeed, the very embodi¬ 
ment of health. I wish she could impart 
a little of her strength to you, my lord. 
Tou do not make the progress I should 
like to see.” 

His countenance falls directly. 

“O, I’m well enough, Newall; as well 
as I shall ever be. Don’t trouble yourself 
on my account.” 

“But 1 must trouble myself on your ac¬ 
count, my lord. It is my duty as well as 
my interest. And when 1 consider bow 
much depends upon your well-doing—what 
wealth you have to account for, what a 
wife to cherish, what a long race of heirs, 
I hope, of which to be the founder—1 feel 
that no more sacred charge could have 
been placed into my hands by your dear 
lamented father than the charge of your 
health.” 

Lord Valence has shifted bis place dur-s 
ing this colloquy; he has moved from be¬ 
neath the piercing gaze of the doctor’s 
eyes,, and is now walking restlessly about 
the apartment, taking up a book from one 
table and laying it down on another, but 
never bringing himself again under the 
scrutiny of his old ftiend. 

“ Tou have nothing to reproach yourself 
with, Newall,” he says, at length. “ You 
have done your part of the business con- 
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BclentlonBly, and if 1 don’t repay your care, 
it’s the faalt of my constitution aione. 
The cleverest doctor in the world can’t 
keep life in a sinking body when the leak 
is sprang by Heaven.” 

“ I don’t believe Heaven has anything 
to do with the springing of your leak, my 
lord,” replies the doctor, bluntly. 

Valence colors. 

“ I don’t understand you. You’ve been 
attending me now for some years. I’ve 
followed your advice wheneverlt was prac¬ 
ticable, and I’ve swallowed all your stuff. 
Why, didu’t I even embark on the ven¬ 
turesome sea of matrimony on the strength 
of your advice? I don’t see wbataman 
could do more. And yet 1 don’t get well. 
Feel my pulse 1” 

“ It is at fever heat, my lord.” 

“And half an hour ago it was scarcely 
perceptible. My spirits, my energy, my 
appetite, play for nothing. I become fe¬ 
verish for the same cause. I am strong 
one hour, and utterly prostrated the next. 
You may be puzzled at my symptoms, but 
I know them well, Newall, and they mean 
—death.” 

“ 1 know, too, that they mean—death.” 

“ You agree with me at last, then?” 

“Not entirely. The death you would 
signify is a succumbing to God’s will. The 
death I mean is—suicide.” 

“ Newall 1” 

“ It is the solemn truth, my lord. There 
is no physical reason you should not live. 
If you die before your time,, it will be by 
your own hand.” 

“This is strong language, Newall. I 
have not been used to hear you speak like 
this.” 

“ Because I have never seen so clearly 
as I do now the stem necessity there is for 
my speaking so. 1 have watched your 
malady Increasing year by year. I knew 
there was no ordinary caiue for it, and I 
hoped that marriage, with all the interests 
« and joys it brings in its train, might have 
the effect of weaning you from the con¬ 
templation of yeurself. But what has 
been the result? You have youth, and 
every prospect of happiness, wealth, at 
your command, and a wife who loves you 
dearly—” 

“God bless her?’ cries his listener. 

“ Whom any man mj^bt be proud to call 
his own; for whom most men would sac¬ 
rifice their dearest interests; resign their 
/ 


most cherished hopes; and yet for whom 
—excuse me, my lord, if I offend you— 
you appear to be unable to give up even 
your unhallowed pursuits.” 

Valence’s countenance clouds over again. 

“1 don’t understand you,” he repeats. 

“Answer me frankly, my lord. Remem¬ 
ber I have known you from a boy. Does 
the conviction that you are not long for 
this world spring entirely from your obser¬ 
vation of your own health, or is there not 
rather some ulterior cause for your belief ?” 

He has touched his patron now upon his 
tenderest point, and the galled withers 
wince. 

“ I cannot perceive the object of your 
curiosity, Newall. Your business lies with 
my body; please to confine yourself to it.” 

“My business lies with your general 
health, and it is your mind which is affect¬ 
ing your body.” 

“1 don’t believe in the mind affecting 
the body. Besides, my theory—my con¬ 
viction—^Newall,” he continues, suddenly 
interrupting himself, “you know of old 
how averse 1 am to metaphysical discus¬ 
sions on the reason of my ill health. If 
you consider that my blood is out of order, 
or my heart is affected, or any other of 
my natural functions require regulation, 
regulate them, for Heaven's sake, but leave 
the subject of my brain alone. I will at¬ 
tend to any reasonable directions you may 
give me. I will swallow any filth you may 
think fit to order me, but I wont be talked 
to as if I were a child or an idiot, ready to 
frighten myself into fits at the first shadow 
that crosses my pathway. You might as 
well tell me 1 am mad at once.” 

“ Yon are mad,” cries the old doctor, 
reckless of the effect his bold words may 
create. “You are worse than mad, my 
lord, to throw away all your chances of 
happiness lor the sake of maintaining your 
reserve. I know you have a secret canker 
gnawing at your heart, that some thing, or 
act, or person, has laid on you too heavy a 
burden for you to bear. You will not con¬ 
fide iu me—you will not take advantage of 
the benefit my advice, my reasoning, might 
afford you; and if you die (which Clod for¬ 
bid 1). weighed down by a load no mortal 
could sustain unaided and unharmed, you 
will as surely die by your own hand as 
though you placed the muzzle of a pistol 
in your mouth and blew out your brains,” 

The old man’s unexpected energy has 
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Itartled .Yalence, vho leans his weight 
against a table and turns pale visibly. 

“Confide in me, my lord,’’ continues 
Dr. Newall; “teli me everything, and it 
will go hard but we will find a remedy be¬ 
tween us by which to exorcise the demon 
that bolds you in bis thrall.’’ 

“ It is impossible—it would be useless,’’ 
says the earl, with closed teeth. “ Ton do 
not know of what yon speak P’ 

“ But if I do not know, I may be able to 
guess. Tour secret studies are no secret 
to me, my lord; neither are they incom¬ 
prehensible. I can imagine the hold they 
have gained over your natural feelings, 
the fetters they have cast about your mind. 
But let me bear the worst; disclose to me 
the utmost lengths to which they have 
misled yon—the depths of mystery into 
which yon have dived—and 1 may yet aid 
yon to see daylight from the bottom of the 
dark well in which yon seek for truth.’’ 

The earl becomes excited, bis gestures 
are violent, bis voice raised and discordant. 

“ I tell you again it is impossible. I can 
never tell what you desire, to you or any 
man. I have passed my word of honor. 
Now that you know that, you know you 
are renewing the subject at your own 
risk.” 

“Heaven pity youl” says Dr. Newall, 
sadly. “And you can resign that lovely 
wife of yours, give up all her love, her 
sweet companionship, her true sympathy, 
and go down into the grave before your 
time, for the sake of a chimerical honor 
which binds you to your superstition like 
a slave T’ 

“ It would bo useless to break my word,’’ 
says Valence, faintly. “ Nothing can save 
me now.” 

" It is not true!” exclaims the old doc¬ 
tor, loudly. “ God can save you, my lord 
—but he helps those who help themselves. 
Be a man t Shake off this slough of super¬ 
stition and blind bigotry which has un- 
sexed you. Besolve to give up your un¬ 
natural studies; to have nothing more to 
do with them, or anything that concerns 
them, but to take your place bravely, like 
other men, upon the battle-field of Ufe; 
and I’ll engage, with the blessing of Heav¬ 
en, to restore you to your former health 
and to your wife-” 

“Can it be possible?” cries .Valence, 
starting, forward, his face ali aglpw wlth 
the bright picture conjured up before hint. 


“ To live, for her, with herl O n»—it will 
never be. It is too good to he true P’ ' 

At this moment the library door opens, 
and Everll appears upon the threshold. 

“May I come in, dearest? Ah, Dr. 
Newall, I did not know that yon #ere 
here P’ 

Valence does not answer, but he turns 
his eyes wearily towards her. She comes 
forward and lays her hand upon bis 
shoulder. 

“Are you not well, love? 0 Valence! 
what is the matter? Speak to met Do 
not frighten me like this I” 

“Everilt—my wifeP’ is all that be can 
say. 

“I am glad yon have come. Lady Va¬ 
lence,” chimes in the doctor, in a cheerful 
voice. “ I have just been speaking to your 
husband about the necessity of looking a 
little more after bis health; and now ! 
want you to persuade him to take a holi¬ 
day somewhere—to go away together for a 
short time, that he may have change of 
scene and rest.” 

“ Ton will come, my darling, for nv 
sakeP’ she urges, tenderly, with her arms 
about him. 

“ What would I not do for your sake, 
Everll ?” he answers. 

“ Except—break down your barriers of 
reserve,” says the doctor, significantly. 

“ Except—prove false to my honor as a 
gentleman,” the earl replies. 


CHAPTER XXVIL 

THE BABli’B DIABT. 

“UehtoneI I have been alone with her 
in this -sweet place for the last ten days. 
Winter is on the world, but there is no 
trace of it here. The roses and myrtles 
are blooming as contentedly os if they 
were in the midst of summer, and the sun 
is so powerful and the air so soft and 
balmy, that we are but of doors all day 
long, with huge umbrellas over our heads. 
It is only after sunset that the atmosphere 
becomes chilly, and then we retreat to the 
shelter of our villa, and are together and 
--alone. 

“Alone! with my deargirl’s head resting 
on my shoulder,- her sweet eyes- fixed on 
mine, our bands' cls^d with a firm firm 
bold, that mutely says, ‘ till death.' 

“In all my life, throughout my vague 
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dreamings, In my warmest Imagination, I 
never conceived each happiness as this. 
This is our real honeymoon, our true mar¬ 
riage : when our hearts are no longer 
afraid to look on one another and to tell 
the/truth—that we have loved and longed 
to show our love from the beginning. O 
Heaven I I have lived long enough, since 
I have lived to hear my wife say that she 
loves me, I hardly know how she brought 
me here. I found myself in Mentone al¬ 
most before I knew that I was coming. I 
think it must have been some deep-laid 
plot between old Newall and herself to get 
me away from Castle Valence. Hveril 
asked me to come for her sake, and how 
could I refuse ? 

“Anyway, I am here, and glad to be 
here. Would itcould lastforeverl There 
was a grand commotion at the castle the 
day we left. Staunton had just taken bis 
departure, and my friend Bulwer seized 
the opportunity of the party breaking up 
to declare his a&ectlon for Miss Mlldmay. 
Of course the women were tremendously 
upset by the announcement. Alice cried, 
first in my wife’s arms, and then in 
Agatha’s arms; and both Hveril and 
Agatha considered it due to the occasion 
to mingle their tears with hers, until poor 
Bulwer looked very much as if he wished 
he bad never broached the subject, and 
would like to run away somewhere and 
bide himself. It happened on the very 
eve of our Intended journey, and delayed 
it for a day, as Everll would npt stir till 
her friends were made happy by a telegram 
from old Mildmay containing bis consent 
to their engagement. Miss Alice then, all 
blushes, smiles and tears, took her depart¬ 
ure for England; and Bulwer went home 
triumphantly. He’s a dear good fellow, 
and I hope he may be as happy os he de¬ 
serves; bnt 1 can’t understand bis caring 
for a plnk-and-wbite piece of prettiness 
like Alice Mildmay. She’s all very well, 1 
dare say—healthy, and amiable, and lady¬ 
like ; but when you come to compare her 
wltb-~weU, say with my Everll—what a 
difference there is I The one, all fire, and 
energy, and action—the other, just a pretty 
simpleton, nothing more. In fact, I can’t 
understand any man falling fa lore witb 
any woman whilst Everll is within the 
range of sight. 1 tell my lady this, and 
she laughs and says it is Very lucky for me 
that other people are not of the same opin¬ 


ion, or she might be tempted to change 
her mind. Change! Heavens I how the 
word went through my heart like the point 
of a poniard 1 Change! ,1s it possible her 
heart can he ever less mine than it la at 
the present moment ? I did not let her see it, 
but 1/elt the pallor tiiat crept over my fea¬ 
tures at the idea. For the first time in my 
life 1 experienced the sting of jealousy. It 
is not a pleasant feeling. It made me cog¬ 
nizant at once of the fact that were it not 
for outward circumstances, I might be a 
murderer 1 I believe that were Everil to 
chauge towards me now—to take back tbe 
sweet love with which she has enriched 
my life, and bestow it on another—that I 
should kill him—that I should fiy at bis 
throat as a dog files at a bull, and hang 
there till be dropped. And then I should 
get tbe heel of my foot upon his false up¬ 
turned face and grind it into a shapeless 
mass I Bah! Of what am I dreaming? 
Am 1 going to let this new beautiful love, 
instead of raising my nature, debase and 
lower it? O Everil, how unworthy I am 
of you I Were we to live long together, 
hew disappointed you would become in 
me 1 But for the short time you are to be 
mine, I will keep all leaser feelings that 
dishonor our love out of sight, that you 
may have no bitter memories of me when 
1 am gone. 

• ••••«• 

“ Well, Bulwer and Alice are happy, and 
have promised to return to the castle at 
Christmas, when we hope to meet all our 
friends again. Staunton, too, is to bs 
there. I cannot understand my wife’s 
feelings with regard to Staunton. He ap¬ 
pears to me Co be a veiy nice young fel¬ 
low-quick, good-natured and gentleman¬ 
like—and he is a special favorite of 
Agatha’s; but Everil seems to have con¬ 
ceived a positive aversion to him. I never 
mention his name but she changes the 
subject, and has several times said she 
wishes she might never see him again. 
However, I asked him to rejoin us at 
Christmas, more for Agatha’s sake than 
my own; for Agatha not only ibipks very 
highly of young Staunton herself, but has 
evident reason for believing that Staunton 
tbinke very nighly of her. I have caught 
them several times lately whispering, with 
their heads close together, and looking 
vejy confaaed,ond uncommonly like lovers, 
when I dlstnrhed them. Well, I Cannot 
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dlBgoisa to myself the truth that' It would 
be a very good thlug if ^atha did marry 
again. What Is she to do, poor girl, when 
I am gone I Everit and she do not get on 
as well together as I should like to see. 
Bulwer cannot bear the sight of her, and 
says so openly. Even Alice hlildmay seems 
afraid of making her a friend; aqd the ser¬ 
vants are almost really rebellious. Ko one 
seems to care for poor Agatha as 1 do; 
and even 1 mnst confess I should be hap¬ 
pier, and feel freer, alone with my wife, 
Agatha and I had a sad scene a few even¬ 
ings before we left Ireland. I think it 
must have been the day after we bad de¬ 
cided to go, and I was putting away a few 
things in my library, when her tap sounded 
on the door. She looked haggard and 
careworn, as if she had been crying, and I 
accused her of the fact. She came up to 
my side and laid her baud upon my arm. 

‘“How can I be otherwise than miser¬ 
able, Valence,’ she said, ‘ when I see all 
confidence between us is at an end ?’ 

“ I guessed she alluded to my projected 
journey, and told her how my wife had 
extracted a promise from me to go in the 
very presence of the doctor who had ad¬ 
vised It. 

“ ‘And should not I have advised the 
same ?’ she answered. ‘ Have I not had 
at least as much care for your health as 
Everil has ?’ 

“ Her reproach came home to me; for, 
for the last five years Agatha has really 
been indefatigable in looking after my 
comfort, and devoting herself to me in 
every way. I always have been, and al¬ 
ways shall be, grateful to her for her care 
and solicitude; but of course my affection 
for her fades into nothing by the side of 
wbat I feel for my wife. I tried to thank 
her; but 1 suppose my words sounded cold, 
for she refused to accept them as they 
were intended. 

‘“ It is of no consequence,’ she kept on 
repeating. ‘ Of course 1 am nobody now. 
I knew that it mnst come to this; but O 
Valence, however happy you may be In the 
future, don’t forget what I have been to 
you and poor Arthur] Don’t forget the 
scenes we have passed through together-' 
the wonders we have witnessed—the—’ 

“ Her allusion recalled me to myself. I 
left the work on which I was employed, 
and staggered to a chair. 

“‘Isolar I murmured, 'my father! my 


brotherl—how can yon talk to me pf .a 
happy future, Agatha,; when you know my 
days are numbered—that I shall never live 
to see another year complete its course ?’ 

“ ‘And if so, dear Valence, why should 
yon sot enjoy life to the close? If you 
have but a few more months to remain 
with us, why should: they not be happy 
months? Isola would have them so. They 
would all haye them so. Go to Uentone, 
and be as happy as you may. It is not of 
your probable happiness I complain; it is 
that you should think I should not be the 
first to rejoice at it?’ 

“But her words had quenched all my 
joy. I threw the articles I was packing 
away down on the fioor in a heap. 

“ ‘ Wbat is the use,’ I exclaimed, an¬ 
grily, ‘of my attempting to cheat myself 
into the idea that I can enjoy life or love 
like other men ? The dark shadow of death 
hangs over everything I do and say. l am 
a doomed creature, and even my wedding 
feast is spread on a funeral pall.’ 

‘“Dear Valence, this is wrong—this is 
ungrateful,’ said Agatha, softly. ‘What 
would Isola say?’ 

“ My sister-in-law has a very sweet voice 
and winning way; but I wish she wouldn’t 
introduce the mention of Isola upon every 
occasion. I know my fate well enough— 
no one can blind my eyes to it; but surely 
I may forget it for a while—for a little 
while—and deceive myself, if I can, into 
the belief that it has never been revealpd 
to me. 

“‘lam sick of the name of Isola,’ I ex¬ 
claimed, impetuously. “All my unhappi¬ 
ness, all my want of courage has sprung 
from tbs moment I heard it mentioned.’ 

“ ‘ O Valence ? said Agatha, reproach¬ 
fully; ‘and after all her kindness—when 
she loves you so 1’ 

“ ‘ Was it kindness to disclose to me a 
secret that has embittered my existence 
ever since ? Was it love to hang a drawn 
sword by a hair over my head, that might 
descend at any moment? That is what 
Isoia-bas done for me. If she foresaw the 
doom in store for me, why couldn’t she let 
me go on, like other men, in happy igno¬ 
rance until the moment came ? Anticipa¬ 
tion, which is the worst part of pain, has 
killed my heart before my body dies.’ 

“ ‘ Never mind. Valence—lot us say no 
more about it.’ 

“But here a sense of my ingratitude 
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ttmek me. Wbj was I sneh a coward— 
snch a traitor to the cause to which my 
life has been dedicated? 1 tamed and 
seized my sister-in-law’s band. 

“ ‘ Forgive me, Agatha; but If you knew 
how much I suffer I To love her so much 
—to know she loves me—’ 

“ ‘ To know- Everil loves youT repeated 
Agatha, In an incredulous tone. 

" ‘ Tes. You may look surprised; but I 
do know it, thank God; and on the best 
authority. She has told It me with her 
own dear lips.’ 

“ ‘ 0, she has told it you herself, has 
she ?* replied my sister-in-law; but I did 
not quite like the sound of her voice. 

‘“Her own self. Did yon know it, 
Agatha?—did you guess itf 

“ ‘ 1 certainly never guessed it. It is the 
last thing In the world I should have 
guessed.’ 

“ ‘ But it is true as heaven; and it is at 
her wish that I am going to Hentone, that 
we may have a few weeks of quiet happi¬ 
ness together. Nor can you wonder, 
Agatha, that, if possible, I should like to 
forget, if only for this sweet brief interval 
of pain, the fate that lies before me.’ 

“ ‘ 0 no. It is very natural, my dear 
Valence, and i only hope yon may forget 
it. I hope yon may be very happy, and 
find no cause to regret old friends in the 
possession of new ones. I hope you may 
never be disappointed in anything you de¬ 
sire, nor place too much confidence in a 
rotten reed. And J could hardly wish a 
better wish for you than that, could 1, my 
poor boy ?’ 

“ Her words were kind, so was her man¬ 
ner, as she kissed and left me. There was 
nothing in either that I could find fault 
with; and yet they left an unpleasant im¬ 
pression on my mind, os though she 
thought me an infatuated fool for loving 
Hveril when I shall so soon be called on 
to exchange this world for another. 

• • • • • • ' • 

“ Everil is so different from Agatha; in¬ 
deed, she is different from any woman I 
ever met in the world before. 1 did not 
understand her until I brought her to this 
sweet quiet place, where we are together 
all day long, and know no one to break In 
upon our solitude and distract our thoughts 
from one another’s company. At her own 
home in Herefordshire she was always so 
grand, and stately, and dominant, so much 


*Za Bette Chatebttne,’ that I almost forgot 
she was a girl in years; and since we have 
been married, her distress at our mntnal 
reserve and unconscious fear lest we 
should never love each other have made 
her appear still more womanly in her proud 
silence and melancholy. But now that 
the foodgates of our hearts have been 
opened and all barriers are broken down 
between us, my darling has come out in a 
new character. She runs about the bouse, 
she talks, she laughs, she dances, she 
sings, and it is only now and then, when 
some allusion to the future brings my des¬ 
tiny before her mind, that I see a dark 
cloud pass across her lovely face and 
quench the light of her dear eyes, as 
though they were blinded with unshed 
tears. But a smile, a caress from me, has 
power to make the sun break out again; 
and 1 can sometimes hardly believe that 
the bright happy girl who sits on my knee, 
or at my feet, coaxing me into laughter 
by her quaint mimicry, or almost moving 
me to tears by the exhibition of her love. 
Is the same willful, defiant, and apparently 
heartless cousin who met me on our be¬ 
trothal mom with the assertion that she 
would marry me all the same were I a 
chimpanzee. We hare often talked over 
that time. Everil has spoken of it and la¬ 
mented over it till her sweet face has been 
bathed in tears, and I have been forced to 
make her smile again by an account of my 
first impression of herself, and what a 
dreadful hoyden I thought I was taking as 
a wife. We have talked over everything 
that has either distressed or gladdened us. 
•We have h^ sweet confidences that have 
laid our hearts mutually bare and made us 
feel that never again can we misunder¬ 
stand each other. But there is one topic 
that we cannot approach with ease, and 
that is spiritualism. 

“Everil has attempted it. Greatly as 
she shudders at the remembrance of the 
night she spent with me in the library— 
that night which proved to be the saddest 
and most joyful of my life. Inasmuch as it 
gave mo what I longed for, only to name 
the very hour when I must resign it again 
•—she has forced herself to question me 
searchlngly and to try and argue me out of 
the reason of my belief. I have told her 
as little as I could in reply. Why should i 
leave the dear child my sad experience as 
a legacy? Bather would I have her, when 
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I am gone, forget that such a fatal stndy 
eaists, or that it had any part In embitter¬ 
ing the short time we spent together. She 
is stronger minded and more courageous 
than the generality of her sex; she is also 
cleverer and more independent. What If 
the relation of my experience should cause 
her at any time to determine to solve such 
mysteries for herself I 

“ O, if I thought that my beautiful 
blooming Everil would ever lose her health 
and spirits as I have done in the pursuit of 
this fatal and unnatural study, I would 
tear my tongue out to-night rather than 
utter another syllable upon the subject. 
She is very pertinacious. It is difficult to 
silence her when she is once bent upon 
discovering a thing. She coaxes and coax¬ 
es, and questions and argues, till I am fain 
to give her a blunt denial. Then she draws 
•herself a little away from me, and says, 
poutingiy: 

“ ‘ Tou do not love me. Valence.’ 

“Jfot love her! Good heavens 1 if she 
could only know hov) I love her. That I 
would not resign this brief life of love 
with her for a century without berl and 
rather see her eyes beaming on me as they 


are beaming now, for one short moment, 
than possess ail the loves of all the other 
women in the world eternally. 

“ O Everil, if you only knew how much 
I love you 1 

“ Oid Newall’p words ring in my ears 
day and night—‘ I’ll engage to restore yon 
to your former health and to your wife.’ 

“ What would I not give to prove them 
true I 

“Sometimes I fancy, if we could stay 
forever in this sequestered spot, where it 
is always summer, and the bright life 
around us seems to deaden my ears to 
sonnds from the spiritual world, I might 
pass over that fatal date in safety. 

“Pshaw! Whatfolly am i writing I Has 
it not been decreed by a Higher Power 
than I have communicated withf .Are 
not his angels ministering spirits sentforth 
to bear bis fiats to mankind? As if I—as 
it she—as it anything lower than himself 
could cancel his own words. There is 
nothing left for me bat to submit. 

“Yet O, my love 1 my wife I how beau¬ 
tiful this world appears I How hard it is 
to quit contentedly—^whilst you are here I’’ 
OOKTIKUSDe] 
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CHAPTER XXVIH. 

“who SAtD THAT I WAS OKALOUS?” 

By Christmas Lord and Lady Talence 
are again at the castle, and find a bevy of 
their old friends ready to welcome them 
home. Agatha has been busy sending oat 
invitations in their' absence, and Everil 
finds the house much fuller than she ex¬ 
pected. General Hawte and Mr. Mildmay 
have accompanied Alice back to Ireland; 
Staunton has procured the leave he antici¬ 
pated; Bulwer is there, as a matter of 
course; and even Miss Strong has ventured 
across the channel to spend a few weeks of 
her Christmas holidays with her old pupil. 
Lady Valence hardly understands what 
this large gathering portends, hut Agatha 
has been used to dispense the hospitality 
of Castle Talence as she chooses, and has 
generally some unfathomable motive for 
her actions. Her very mode of greeting 
the newly-arrived couple takes Everil by 
surprise. The air of injured innocence 
with which she dismissed them has com¬ 
pletely vanished, and the sincerest of their 
well-wishers could not have been more 
hearty in his congratulations on the visible 
improvement in their appearance. 

“My dears?’ she exclaims, warmly, as 
she seizes a hand of each. “ How wonder¬ 
fully well you look I Everil has grown 
quite rosy; and as for Valence, I don't be¬ 
lieve I should have known him if I had 
met him in the street. How delighted Dr. 
Kewall will be I But what a paradise you 
seem to have come from 1 Vour descrip¬ 
tions of Mentone quite made my mouth 
water; I would have given anything to join 
you.” 

“ You must go there for your next hon¬ 
eymoon, Agatha,” says Valence, laughing. 

“ You naughty boyl you malicious wick¬ 
ed creature I when yon know I was only 
rejoicing over it for your sake. Well, it 
has worked wonders for you; there is no 
doubt about that. What a blessing you 
went! How can we ever be sufficiently 
thankful F’ 

“ How is Arthur?" Inquires Everil, rath¬ 
er anxious to stop this stream of hyperbole. 


“Very well, dear, and growing charm¬ 
ingly. Miss Strong hardly knew him 
again. She says he is twice the size he 
was six months ago. Are you not very 
much obliged to me, Everil, for giving 
you such an agreeable surprise as finding 
dear Miss Strong here ?” ' 

“lam very glad to see her,*’ says Everil. 

“Why, what a tone! you fickle girl! 
when you were dping all^you could to get 
her to come and live with you three months 
ago.” 

“ Three months ago is not to-day,” re¬ 
joins the countess, gayiy. “And I am sure 
I never expressed the slightest wish to see 
General Hawke again. We never did any¬ 
thing but fight so long as I was under his 
guardianship, and if be is as contradictory 
and fault-finding now as he was then, I 
am afraid General Hawke and I shall 
quarrel.” 

“ Fancy your not wishing to see the dear 
old general ?’ replies Agatha, in a tone of 
affected disappointment; “ and when I had 
such trouble to get him over. I thought 
it would please you so much to be sur¬ 
rounded by all your old friends at Christ¬ 
mas.” 

“ O, it doesn’t signify; he is quite wel¬ 
come to spend his Christmas here; but as 
you invited him here, Agatha, I hope you 
will take the task of entertaining him upon 
yourself. As well as Captain Staunton, 
and the rest of your own guests.” 

“Captain Staunton a guest of mine?’ 
cries injured Innocence, with a look of 
horror; “ that is not fair. Valence Invited 
him to come here himself. Did you not. 
Valence?” 

“ Yes, I think I must take the onus of 
that invitation on my own head. Bull 
gave it for your sake, Agatha.” 

“ For my sake ?" 

“Of course. You like the man; Everil 
does not; so I should not have thought of 
asking him on her aceoant. But I do not 
suppose he will stay very long.” 

“I know nothing about that, Valence. 
It is entirely your affair, and I must beg 
yon will not bring my name into the busi¬ 
ness.” 
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“ Hallo I what’s op now ? Have yon had 
a lovers’ quarrel t It will be all right again 
to-morrow, Agatha. Bemember the old 
lines: 

(Itie lailfDg out of faltfaini fitends 
Benewing is of loTe.’” 

“ Valence, I wish you would not speak 
in this manner. It is most annoying to 
me,” cries the little widow, almost in 
tears. 

“Don’t tease her,” adds his wife. And 
Lord Valence makes some jesting reply, 
and leaves the room. 

“ It must seem so strange to you, dear,” 
says Agatha, in an apologetic manner, as 
soon as they find themselves together, “ to 
bear him talk in such an absurd manner. 
Even if it were true, I could never let him 
mention it before you.* No woman likes 
to find herself forgotten.” 

“Are you alluding to that old business, 
Agatha ? O, pray have no fehrs on my ac¬ 
count. It would not cause me a single 
pang if Captain Staunton were to marry 
to-morrow.” 

“Ahl you say that because you know 
bow safe you are. No man who bad cared 
for you, Everil, would be likely to forget 
you easily.” 

“ Yet you have given Valence to under¬ 
stand that Captain Staunton comes here 
for your sake.” 

Agatha starts and changes color. 

“ Did he tell you so ? What a sieve that 
old Valence is 1 Well, should it ever come 
to pass, Everli (which is very —very im- ’ 
probable), I know I should have to play 
second fiddle all my life, and accept the 
position as gracefully as 1 could.” 

“I don’t think there are many men 
worth marrying under those circumstances, 
Agatha, and Captsdn Staunton is not one 
of them. However, let us change the sub¬ 
ject, for, to tell you the truth, I do not 
care to discuss it. As Valence told you 
just now, it Was not by my wish that Cap¬ 
tain Staunton was Invited to the castle, 
and if he does not come for the sake of 
seeing you, I suppose it will be for the last 
time. But 1 have kept too long away from 
my guests, and must return to the drawing¬ 
room. Will you come with me? Thanks. 
There are rather too many for me to en¬ 
gage alone.” , 

It is a cold, dark December afternoon, 
jnsta couple of days before Christmas, and 
la the drawing-room they find the whole 


party crowded round the fire, and talking 
gayly to one another of every topic under 
the sun—Lord Valence’s voice being the 
loudest and the gayest of all. As they 
perceive their hostess, they fall apart, to. 
enable her to enter the circle, where she 
finds herself close to her husband. 

“ Bather different from Mentone, dear,” 
she says, with a smile that makes old Miss 
Strong’s eyes quiver with emotion. 

“ Tes indeed. Come nearer to the fire, 
Everil. Give me your bands. Why, they 
are as cold as ice I What have you been 
doing?” 

“ Only talking to Agatha.” 

“ On disagreeable topics, I am afraid,” 
interposes Maurice Staonton,in8innatingly. 

“ They were not agreeable ones to me.” 

“ Well, my lady,” says General Hawke, 
in bis gruff style, “ and bow many herses’ 
knees have yon broken since you came to 
Castle Valence?” 

“ I’ve broken nothing, general—not even 
a heart?’ 

Valence, lover-like, is longing to put in 
something here,bnt etiquette restrains him. 

“Not your husband’s?” continues the 
general, coarsely. 

“Not yet,” she returns, trying to pass 
bis words off as a jest. 

“ That’s a miracle,” says General Hawke; 
and subsides into a newspaper.. 

“ I am longing to see all over this bean- 
tif ’ J place, my dear,” whispers Miss Strong, 
who only arrived the day before. “It 
looks a perfect paradise from my windows.” 

“And so it is a paradise—of happiness,” 
replies Everil, in the same tone. “ I will 
show yon round the premises the first fine 
day we have. Miss Strong. I have two or 
three very favorite haunts here, one espe¬ 
cially, where dear Valence has been accus¬ 
tomed to study, in fine weather, ever since 
he vras a little boy.” 

“ O my dear, I am so pleased—so thank¬ 
ful to find yon thus,” says the old govern¬ 
ess, with a significant squeeze of the band, 
which she finds as significantly retnmed. 

“ How pleasant it is to see yon all here F’ 
exclaims the host, warmly. “ We shall no 
longer be able to complain of the dullness 
of the castle in winter, .Everil.” 

“It could never be dull to me, Var 
lence,” she replies. 

' “ Come, darling, that is going rather too 
far, even for such a pair of turtle-doyee as 
you are,” interposes Mrs. West. “I ro* 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 




member you told me that when you first 
saw Castle Valence, even though It was In 
June, you shivered from the effects of its 
mere appearance. Have -you forgotten 
what a dislike you took to the poor library? 
Why, I heard you declare one day that you 
would never enter it again.” 

“ I know better now,” says Everil; but 
she looks uncomfortable, even at the men¬ 
tion of that ill-fated room. 

“And what is the history of the library?” 
demands llauiice Staunton, in his most 
persuasive voice. “Is It haunted? You 
ought to possess a haunted room In so old 
and important-looking a residence as this T’ 

Bulwer glances at the countess; her eyes 
are fixed upon her husband. 

“ Haunted 1” says Valence, with a slight 
laugh; hut his eyes move uneasily from 
side to side as be speaks, “ What with? 
The apparition of a headless mau, or the 
sound of rustling silks ? Those are the two 
stock horrors of haunted houses, Staun¬ 
ton ; hut I have never seen either of them 
myself.” 

“Jndeed 1 Perhaps you are not clairvoy¬ 
ant, as the occult call it. Has Lady Va¬ 
lence been more fortunate ?” he continues, 
turning to Everil, who has risen, and now 
stands by the earl. 

“ The worst apparitions I have met with 
here,” she answers, bravely, “are kind 
thoughts, sad words, and actions. The 
castle is haunted hy them, thanks to my 
husband.” 

Valence casts a look of gratitude upon 
her, and Staunton perceives it is his cue to 
follow in its train. 

“Well put. Lady Valence; and not less 
well than true. Of that, no one who has 
enjoyed the hospitality of your roof needs 
an assurance. Though I cannot allow 
that the castle is complete without a ghost, 
there is no necessity you should be trou¬ 
bled to bear witness to its reality. Per¬ 
haps 1 way be the lucky man to evoke the 
liereditary shadow.” 

“O, don’t talk of the ‘ hereditary shad¬ 
ow,’ ” cries Agatha, “ or you will send Eve- 
rll into hysterics. You evidently are not 
acquainted with the legend of the Valence 
family; that in every fourth generation-r^’ 

“Agatha 1 I will thank you not to repeat 
that lying prophecy,” exclaims the earl, 
with apparently unneeded energy; “you 
ktiow how averse I am to tittle-tattle.” 

“Call a prophecy of upwards of two 


hundred years old tittle-tattle!” rejoins 
Mrs. West. “ I think you are most disre¬ 
spectful to the warnings of your ancestors, 
Valence! Besides, remember how singu¬ 
larly it baa been fulfilled. You have surely 
not forgotten the story of your great-grand¬ 
mother and the puissant duke of—” 

“ 1 tell you again I will not have such 
folly made the subject of discussion,” says 
the earl, angrily. “The rumor was as 
false as its forerunner. But had the proph¬ 
ecy proved true from generation to genera¬ 
tion, it must have failed now, when Castle 
Valence is in the possession of myMslf and 
Everil.” 

“ Very good, dear. I am sorry I alluded 
to it; but it was poor Arthur’s fault it ever 
reached my ears. He was never tired of 
talking of his family history.” 

The earl mutters something not very re¬ 
spectful to the memory of his dead brother, 
and the conversation is immediately di¬ 
verted into a more agreeable channel. 

• •••*•• 

“ What malde you allude to that insane 
legend?” demands Valence of his sister- 
in-law, a few days later, as they chance to 
discuss the proceedings of the day in ques¬ 
tion. “You must have been aware it 
would not prove an agreeable topic.” 

“ My dear Valence 1 how could 1 suppose 
you would be affected by it? But it has 
come curiously true, has it not? Still, 1 
should have imagined that you —” 

“ That I, who have so short a time to 
live, must be entirely indiffereut to what 
people may say of my wife? Not so, 
Agatha 1 The guardianship of my treasure 
may be soon wrested from my bands; but 
BO long as they bold it no breath of scau- 
dal shall sully her fair name. I am a 
weak—a dying man 1—^I know it well; but 
whilst I am a man that legend shall be 
proved a lie.” 

“ You talk with much certainty, my dear 
brother-in-law; but I thought that ladies 
were generally considered to be the guar¬ 
dians of their own honor. At all events, 
they should be capable of being so. Cap¬ 
tain Staunton is not looking so well as he_ 
was in the autumn, is he ?” 

“What makes you, bring Staunton’s 
name Ip at this juncture? 1 thought we 
were discussing the folly of that old 
prophecy.” 

“And 1 thought you wished the subject 
ended.’ 
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“ Su 1 Jo. ll is waste of time to speak 
of it.”' 

*• Then there can be no impropriety in 
my passing on to another topic. So I re¬ 
peat that Maurice is not iooking well. 
£veril was mentioning the fact to me only 
now.” 

o You have come to call him by his 
Christian name,- eh, Agatha ? Tour inti¬ 
macy is advancing fasti” 

“ I think 1 only repeated what dear Eve- 
rilsaid tome; but perhaps I had better 
not have mentioned it.” 

“Have mentioned what?” 

“ 0, never mind. I hate bandying words 
in this manner. But she knew him, re¬ 
member, before she ever set eyes on you.” 

“And if she did, you cannot compare a 
chance acquaintance with her husband.” 

“ My dear YalenceTas if anybody thought 
there could be any comparison between 
you. As well liken a lion to a mouse 1 But 
you men are all tyrants, a set of jealous 
Bluebeards. 1 suppose if you found ont 
that Everil bad ever bad a love aSair be¬ 
fore she met you, you would be np in arms 
at once 1” 

“On the contrtiry, she informed me 
frankly she had engaged in some sach'lit¬ 
tle qjoire de ctsur, but I had no wlsbi to 
inquire further.” 

“ O, yon know all about it, then I What 
a load you have taken off my mind I I 
have been so afraid of putting my foot in 
it.” 

“How could you put your foot in it?” 
he replies, his suspicions immediately 
aroused by the uncertainty of her manner. 

“ Dear Valence, don’t ask me anyiblng 
further. If Everii has told you all, there 
is no need for me to supplement her narra¬ 
tive. I am so glad you take it in this lib¬ 
eral spirit. Most men wonlii have made 
suchafnss. And, after all, ‘least said 
soonest mended ’ is one of the best maxims 
we possess.” 

" From the way you speak, I infer you 
know the name of the man to whom my 
wife alluded.” 

The little widow stops short, and re¬ 
gards the earl with a look of astonishment. 

“ Yon don’t mean to say she didn’t tell 
you his name I 'O, the sly puss 1 ^ Though, 
alter all, it can’t make the slightest differ¬ 
ence.” 

“Of course not; yet I should like to 
hear it.” 


“ How curjous the male sex is 1” 

“If you toow it, I see no reason why , 
you should not confide it to me.” 

“ My dear Valence, you might as well 
ask me to cut your head off. Divulge your 
wife’s secrets! For shame 1 Inquisitive¬ 
ness is a quality supposed to be peculiar to 
us poor silly women.” 

“Everil has no secrets from me; I am 
sure she would not mind your telling me.” 

“ No—no 1 you must ask her yourself, 
though I hardly think you will obtain an 
answer—at least now.” 

“ Is it any one in the house, then ?” 
cries Valence,, quickly. 

“My dear Valence! how you do shake 
my nerveS 1 Do you imagine dear Everii 
has had a little affair with Cieneral Hawke, 
or that poor dear stupid old Mildmay ?” 

“ There are other men in the house be¬ 
sides Mildmay and Hawke,” returns her 
companion, with a frown. 

“You are growing suspicious in your 
old age, you naughty boy. There is noth¬ 
ing makes a woman so unhappy as to have 
a jealous husband.” 

“Jealous I Folly I Who said I was 
jealous? I am not a man to suspect 
wrongfully, and Everil would never give 
me a cause.” 

“ If you believe that, yon are all right. 
And as for this nameless gentleman who 
seems likely to disturb your peace of mind, 
take my advice, and think no more about 
him.” 

“ I shall not. He is not worth thinking 
of.” 

“ That is what Isola would tell yon. By 
the way, did you get good manifestations 
at Mentone ?” 

“I did not try to get any.” 

“You have not spoken to Isola since 
yon have been away from home?” > 

“ Not once.” 

“ O Valence I How fickle—how unkind 
of you I foor Isola 1 She is indeed soon 
forgotten.” 

“ I have not forgotten hei^—or anything. 
But I have been so happy, Agatha—the 
time' of onr absence passed so blissfully 
and peacefully away, I bad not the cour¬ 
age to break in upon its calm.” 

“ I thought Isola’s messages were always 
of so comforting a nature.” ‘ 

“ They used to be, in my solitude. But 
now of what can they remind me but sep¬ 
aration and decay?” 
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“ Will the loM of the spiritual affection 
you used to lean upon serve to make the 
contemplation of the change more bear* 
able?” 

“ ilo. I see I have been wrong. I have 
been unkind—ungrateful. Tet 1 think the 
complete rest did me good, Agatha. Hap¬ 
piness Is so new a feeling to me.” 

“ My poor Vaience! May it never prove 
a fallacious one. Well, goon, and be as 
happy as you may. And don’t let this lit¬ 
tle snake in the grass have any power to 
mar your happiness. You start. Have you 
forgotten ?—I mean the great unknown!” 

He comes to the recollection with a sigh. 

“Why should I? 1 thought^we bad 
already disposed of that subject. But X 
will not neglect Isola, Agatha. I will sit 
with you to-night as usual. Only—I tliink 
it will be as well not to mention our in¬ 
tention to dear Everil. She has grown so 
fidgety about my health lately, and so 
alarmed lest I should do anything to in¬ 
jure it. Yes, I should like to see Isola 
again. She may have some consolation 
forme—who knows 1 Mentone has done 
wonders for my body, and she may work a 
miracle for my sick soul.” 

“ O dear Valence 1 I don’t like to damp 
your spirits (it is so delightful to see you 
cheerful and happy again); only, remem¬ 
ber Isola is not a mortal, and able to chop 
and change her opinions like the wind.” 

“You are right, Agatha. I am alto¬ 
gether too disposed to be hopeful. Well, 
let us make the appointment for twelve 
o’clock to-night; and, meanwhile, not a 
word to Everil.” 

As soon as his sister-in-law has left him, 
the earl relapses Into his first mood, and 
begins to wonder who his wife’s first love 
can possibly have been. 

“ It is strange she did not mention bis 
name to me,” he soliloquizes. “Shesaid, 
if 1 remember, rightly, that the name 
could not signify—that she had done with 
him and with his name forever.” At this 
remembrance his countenance grows 
brighter. “Of course she did, dear girl I 
She said she had done with him forever; 
and Everil is not the woman to tell a lie. 
She trusted me; 1 will trust her in the 
same way—I should -be less than man if I 
did otherwise. From this hour to that of 
my death, she shall never hear the subject 
mentioned by me.” 

Having arrived at this conclusion, he 


goes in search of her, but rambles through 
the vast rooms in vain. The countess is 
not in the castle. 'That fact is self-evident, 
but no one appears able to inform him 
where she is. 

Lord Valence passes out into the 
grounds, and makes the thrrace walks and 
gardens reecho with the name of Everil, 
yet she does not answer to the call. Puz¬ 
zled-, and somewhat disappointed, he or¬ 
ders his horse round from the stables, and 
sets off for a ride, thinking be may en¬ 
counter his wife in some of the lanesusur- 
roundlng Castle Valence. As he traverses 
the drawbridge and enters the leafiess 
park, he comes upon her suddenly. She 
Is not alone. By her side, walking close 
and talking earnestly, is Captain Staunton. 
Something in the sight seems to paralyze 
Lord Valence. He reins in bis steed and 
addresses her. 

“ What are you doing here, Everil ? The 
morning is rather cold for outdoor exer¬ 
cise.” 

She greets him with a bright loyal smile 
and takes up her position by his saddle 
girths, Maurice Staunton standing a little 
on one side, and digging vigorously in the 
earth with his slender cane. 

“ Cold, dearest! I am as waim as possi¬ 
ble. 1 was just saying I think we shall 
have a thaw. Where are you off to ?” 

“ Only for a ride to kill time. I was in 
hopes you would have accompanied me.” 

“ O what a pity 1 I should have enjoyed 
it so much. But to dress now wbuld bring 
it- too near luncheon. Besides, Captain 
Staunton asked me out here for a special 
purpose. He wanted to speak to me.” 

“ Very good. I hope you will enjoy 
yourselves,” replies the earl, coldly, as he 
prepares to move on. She does not per¬ 
ceive his humor. She does not attempt to 
detain him. 

“ Good-by, dear. And do not be late for 
luncheon, as you were yesterday,” she 
calls out, gayly, as he turns his back upon 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

“■-WHO OATTB YOU YHOSB PI.OWBBa?” 

What Everil said was true, Maurice 
Staunton had asked fora private interview 
with her. .As breakfast was ended that 
morning he had approached her side, so as 
to be out of hearing of the others, and 
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said, in a iow voice, “If Lady Valence 
n-ill not consider the request Impertinent 
or obtrusive, may I ask for a few minutes’ 
private conversation ?’’ 

Her first impuise was to refuse him. His 
very presence had become obnoxious to 
her; she hated the thought of the intimacy 
which had formerly existed between them, 
and, above aii things, dreaded that he 
should make an aiiusion to it. For a mo¬ 
ment she was silcat, and be seemed to 
guess what was passing throngh ber 
mind. 

“ My business does not concern myself 
alone,’’ he said. “ It involves the welfare 
of another persbn.” And the countess’s 
thoughts immediately fiew to Agatha. 

“ If that is the case, and it is anything 
of importance. Captain Staunton, I shall 
be happy to talk to you on the subject; but 
I have not much time to spare, with so 
many guests to attend to.’’ 

“ Half an hour will be sufficient.” 

“ I am just going to take my dogs a run 
through the park. Perhaps you would 
like to accompany me ?” 

“ I shall be but too grateful for the priv¬ 
ilege.” 

“ Very well; then you will find me on 
the terrace in ten minutes’ time.” 

She would have avoided him altogether 
if she could; but she thought that, when 
asked, she could hardly do less than this 
for a guest invited by her husband; and, 
averse as she was to mentioning a circum¬ 
stance of which she had become heartily 
ashamed, she resolved, whilst dressing 
herself for her morning ramble, that if an 
opportunity occurred, she would speak out 
boldly to Maurice Staunton, tell him how 
distasteful bis presence was to her, and 
ask him, as a gentleman, to rid her of it 
henceforward. 

“ I think I can guess what it is yon wish 
to speak to me ahont,” she continued, as 
they took their way towards the park. “ It 
concerns my sister-in-law, Mrs. West, does 
it not?” 

Maurice Staunton put on an expression 
of well-acted surprise, 

“How very stranget I did not think 
anybody hpd seen it but myself.” 

“ That is a common error under similar 
circumstances. Captain Staunton. But 
Agatha is not of a very reticent disposi¬ 
tion, remember.” 

“ Yon distress me to a marvellous de¬ 


gree, Lady Valence. What can yon possi¬ 
bly think of it all?” 

Here she colored vlvlcHy, but did uot 
hesitate. “I anticipated yon wonld say 
something of the kind. I imagined it was 
for that purpose you asked to speak to me 
alone; and I tell you truly. Captain Staun¬ 
ton, that bad ft not been so, I should not 
have granted you this interview. But, as 
things have taken so unexpected a turn, it 
is best we should speak plainly to each 
other, and come to a perfect understand¬ 
ing.” 

“ You are, as you always were, all good¬ 
ness ; only you will promise not to misap¬ 
prehend my meaning ?” 

“ I will believe your statement, as you 
make it; it would be impossible to do 
more; only he brief, if you please, and' 
keep to the matter in hand.” 

“Let us premise, then, that I had no 
idea of what was coming, or I should not 
have accepted the earl’s generous invita¬ 
tion to the castle.” ^ 

“ I do not follow you. It appears to me 
the only reason for which you need have 
come.” 

“ But it was so unexpected, so entirely 
spontaneous. ' You must remember that 
last May —” 

“Please to keep to the matter in band. 
Captain Staunton.” 

“ How shall I put it, then ? You know 
I never felt anything,for Mrs. West except 
friendship; and bad I done otherwise, I 
should have wooed her anywhere hut 
here." 

“yfe seem to be playing at cross-pur-' 
poses. How could you woo her except in ‘ 
her own home?” 

“ Under your eyes ?” 

“ O Captain Staunton I let ns understand 
each other here. If I had any objection 
to seeing.that you had engaged the affec¬ 
tions of my sister-in-law, it would be from 
a very different motive from that with 
which you credit me. I am more than in¬ 
different to the past; I dislike the remem¬ 
brance of it. Were Agatba my own sister, 
I might be alarmed for her well-doing; but 
as she is only my husband’s sister-in-law, 
and perfectly capable of looking after heiv 
self, all I can say is, that if she mars her 
happiness by marrying yon, it will not be 
for want of warning and experience.” 

“But—excuse me. Lady Valehce-^yon 
speak as if the feeling existed on .both 
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sides. Can Mrs. West have voluntaril; de¬ 
ceived you?” 

“ Do you mean to lusiouaU that it is her 
affections alone that are engaged—that 
you have no serious intentions respecting 
her — that you are going to repeat the 
villaiiy—” 

But here she stopped. It was too great 
a compliment to him to speak so vehe¬ 
mently of his defection towards herself. 

“Tour ladyship is hard on me,” he re¬ 
plied, mournfully. 

“ Tell me the truth, then,” said Everll. 
“Are you, or are you not, in earnest re¬ 
specting Mrs. West? She imagines that 
you are. She has hinted as much both to 
the earl and myself. 1 thought you had 
brought me out here expressly to say you 
wished to marry her.” 

“J wish to marry Mrs. -Weatt I am 
placed in a very painful position. Lady 
Valence ;^but I will conceal nothing from 
yon. I asked to speak to you with a very 
different intention—in order to tell you 
that your sister-in-law, having been good 
enough to conceive a certain interest in 
me, which I unfortunately find myself un¬ 
able to return, has threatened to disclose 
the fact of our former relations to the 
earl, and inform him that I have assumed 
the appearance of affection for herself for 
the sole purpose of obtaining a footing in 
Castle Valence.” 

“She could never stoop so low 1” cried 
the countess, indignantly. 

“She says she will do so; and I.appeal 
to yon. Lady Valence, to tell me what I 
shall do. I place myself in your hands; 
you may command my actions.” 

“ If this is true, you should leave the 
castle, and never return to it. If Agatha 
carries out her threat, she will enly tell the 
earl of what he knew before; but perhaps 
your departure may prevent the renewal of 
BO unpleasant a topic.” 

“ Do you mean to say that Lord Valence 
knows—oil?” 

“ I mean to say that I have told him as 
much as he would care to know. I have 
no secrets from my husband. For Agatha’s 
sake—supposing what she said was true, 
that she was the attraction that brought 
you here;—I did not mention your name; 
but with yonr departure I should have no 
objection to do so.” 

“ But will not flight look very much like 
guUt?” 


“ I do nut know. I should not care. If 
you did not come here for Agatha, there is 
no reason why you should stay. You must 
have seen that your presence is distasteful 
to me.” 

“I have seen, and mourned over it 
bitterly.” 

“Captain Staunton, this interview and 
its results give me an opportunity which I 
have wished for. I am sorry, as your host¬ 
ess, to be obliged to say anything that a^ 
pears rude or inhospitable, but as I was 
unable to imagine what should have in¬ 
duced you to accept the first invitation you 
received to come here, so am I now unable 
to understand, hearing what you have told 
me this morning, why you permitted it 
to be renewed. If you do not come for 
the purpose of seeing my sister-in-law, yon 
inflict unnecessary annoyance on me, for 
my only wish with respect to yourself is to 
forget that we ever met each other.” 

“If you are entirely indifferent to the 
memory, why should it continue to pain 
you?” he muttered. 

“ It does not pain, but it irritates me I I 
see now what a fool I was to hare preferred 
you even for a moment to such a man as 
Valence. This sounds terribly rude, I 
know, but I must tell you the truth. I lore 
my husband dearly 1” 

“ You know how to torture a man. Lady 
Valence.” 

“ If the intelligence tortures you, it can 
be only through wounding your self-love. 
But knowing this, you must feel how little 
I can care for seeing you. If I had my own 
wish, I would never look on you in this life 
again. And had it not been for Agatha, I 
should have told you so before, and pre¬ 
vented a repetition of your visit.” 

“You are queen hero. Lady Valence, 
and I have nothing to do but to bow to your 
wishes. But bow differently we feel upon 
this subject 1 I have become an object of 
aversion to you—” 

“ Not quite an object of aversion ?’ she 
cried, relenting her harsh words. 

“The next thing to it, then; whilst I, 
however sad I may feel the retrospect to be, 
can never look upon the past except as 
sacred. But you are mated and happy— 
whilst I am—alone. Perhaps that may 
cause the difference.” 

“ Of course it does 1 You will be married 
too, some day, and thank Ood you waited 
till the right person cameT’ 
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It was at this juncture they perceived the 
earl riding towards them. Everll’s face lit 
up like the sun. 

“ There is my husband 1 I wonder where 
he is goingf’ and then ensued the brief 
conversation narrated in the last chapter. 

• •••*•» 

“Ton have not yet told me what I am 
to do with regard to Mrs. 'West ?” says Mau¬ 
rice Staunton, as Lord Valence again leaves 
them. 

“ It is really a most difficult matter on 
which to advise you. Agatha is not a 
yeung girl on her promotion. 1 think you 
had better speak as openly to her as you 
have done to me, and then leave the castle.” 

” I am to be banished, then, in the midst 
of my holidays. It is rather bard F’ 

“ I do not banish; I,simply advise yon.” 

“ Ton would not speak to Mrs. West for 
me?” 

“ Decidedly not I I must refuse to have 
anything to do with her affairs or yours. 
Captain Staunton.” 

“ If I speak to her and she is reasonable 
enough not te demand my immediate ab¬ 
sence, may 1 stay here for the remainder of 
my visit, Lady ITalance?” 

“ That decision must rest with yourself, 
or her. I did not invite you to the castle, 
remember 1 Tou are, I believe, my hus¬ 
band's guest, and accountable to him only, 
for the length of your visit, it is entirely 
indifferent to me what you do.” 

At this he sighs and makes no answer. 

“All the same,” continues the countess 
lightly, after a pause, “I don’t think it 
would be a bad arrangement if you were to 
marry'Agatha. She is still young and 
pretty, and she has a tolerable income of 
her own. What are your objections to the 
match?” 

“ I sbali never many F’ 

“IndeedI I think I have beard people 
make the same observation before. You 
will not marry till yon see some one richer 
than Agatha, perhaps; but I would not give 
much for your determination when that 
occurs.” 

“ Your own position is so strong, you can 
afford to be cruel.”- , 

“No! Don’t say that I Say I am so hap¬ 
py myself, I can afford to laugh a little at 
other people. But here we are on the ter¬ 
races again, and I must go and look after 
my lady guests. Good-by for the present.” 

“Say that we are friends. Lady Va¬ 


lence?’ he pleads, humbly, as they are 
about to separate. 

“ I can never say that any one whom my 
husband takes by the band is not my 
friend,” she answers, gravely; and he is 
compelled to be content with the equivocal 
reply. 

• * • • , • • * 

The following day the countess is stand¬ 
ing by her boudoir tdble rapt in thought. 
Valence has nof> appeared so cheerful the 
last few hours, and the fact worries her. 
Either be is not well or out of temper, and 
in either case she fears that the study she 
so mucii dreads for him is at the bottom of 
the change. Ever since they returned to 
the castle she has been longing to ask him 
to have nothing more to do with spiritual¬ 
ism, but bis gayety has prevented her allud¬ 
ing to a subject which is always sure to 
bring a cloud upon his brow. But should 
his present humor continue, she resolves at 
all costs to speak out plainly, and tell him 
he is killing her with himself. Would that 
rouse him? she thinks, eagerly. Would 
the idea that be was injuring her have any 
power to dispel his infataaiion ? 

As she ruminates, a modest tap sounds 
upon her door, and oii her giving the usual 
permission fur entrance, who should ap¬ 
pear but Maurice Staunton carrying a bou¬ 
quet of hothouse ilowors 1 

“0, is it you. Captain Staunton I I 
thought you had gone to Ballybroogan.” 

• “ Gone and returned with this trophy in 

my band. May I lay it at your feet. Lady 
Valence?” 

“What splendid camellias I I wonder 
how it is that the O’Connors get everything 
floral better than we do. Ifancy our houses 
must have been very much neglected be¬ 
fore I came. These are certainly prize 
blossoms.” 

“ Then they are all the fitter to present 
to yon. Is my little offering accepted ?” 

She does not ^uite know what to say. 
She has no wish to take anything from 
Captain Staunton, but she feels that to 
make a fuss about doing so would Invest 
the act with an Importance of which it is 
not worthy. So she answers, carelessly: 

“ O, certainly—if you have no one else to 
give them to. I suppose Mrs. O’Connor in¬ 
tended they .should come to me. Please 
put them on the table. Captain Staunton. 
I am just going to embroider, and the stalks 
will soil my fingers.” 
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“ They'are protected by pbper.” 

“ ^ they are. But the flowers will not 
last unless they are placed^ln water, so 1 
will ring for my maid to perform the 
operaliou.” 

“ May I stay and see it done t” ^ 

“Certainly notl This room Is strictly, 
private, and no one ever enters it but my 
husband—except on invitation. I shall be 
down to luncheon. Good-morning.” 

She allows him no alternative but to with¬ 
draw; which, looking rather crestfallen, he 
does, leaving the door open behind him. 

A footstep sounds along the passage. 
Evdril takes up the flowers, and turns to¬ 
wards the doorway with them iu her hand. 

“ Parsons,” she commences, thinking the 
new-comer to be her maid. 

But it is Lord Valence who stands before 
her. 

She is about to greet him warmly, when, 
glancing from her face to the flowers in her 
hand, he demands in a rough tone, utterly 
unlike his usual gentle manner: ^ - 

“ Who gave you those floweret” 

“Captain Staunton, dear; he has just 
brought them over from Ballybroogan.” 

The earl raises his hand and dashes the 
bouquet to the ground. 

“J wont have you accept flowers from 
any d—d jackanapes who chooses to bring 
them to you,” he exclaims, loudly. 

“ Valence 1 Valence 1 what is the matter? 
What makes you behave in such an extra¬ 
ordinary way?” 

But the next moment he has flung his 
arms wildly ronnd her, and clasped her to 
bis breast. 

“O my darling I my own, own darlingl 
never make mo jealous, or I shall go mad 

“ Make you jealous, dear Valence I—how 
could I, when I love you so much ? I would 
lay down my life for you. Valence?’ 

“ I know you would 1 I feel you would I 
This is an insanity that has come over me. 
But I am so unfit to love you, Everil I lam 
so unused to pay women these small atten¬ 
tions ; and then, when others steal a march 
on me, I am angry with myself and you, 
poor innocent chlidi and fancy you must 
prefer their company to mine. But you 
don’t—do you, Everil?” 

“My love I how can you talk like this,' 
when I have said that you' are dearer to 
me than all the world beside? What do 1 
care for flowers, or anything else that does 
not come from yourhands? Ididnoteyeh 


wish to take them', but Captain Staunton 
would insist upon leaving them on. the 
^ble.” 

“Forgive me, ^darling! It la ail my 
wretched temper. But you are so precious 
to me, Everil I I could not bear to lose even 
the least morsel of your interest. It is very 
strange," he goes on musingly, ‘‘I do not 
seem ever to have known what jealousy 
wah before you told me that you loved me. 
'When I thought you were indifferent to 
me, I was miserable and discontented; but 
now that I know I possess all your heart, I 
am in constant terror lest you should dis¬ 
cover how unworthy I am of such a treas¬ 
ure, and take it back again.” 

“You wrong me. Valence,” she says, 
reproachfully. 

“ I know I do—and I will crush out the 
wretched feeling as though it were a temp¬ 
tation from the devil. But, O Everil!” he 
continues, earnestly, “ never make me jeal¬ 
ous, even in the remotest degree, or you 
will raise a demon in me difficult to quell. 
If I felt your heart were going from me, I 
should forget everything in the world be¬ 
side—sickness, sorrow, misfortune, even 
death itself, would appear less than nothing 
by comparison. My life is in your hands— 
as is all my hope, and trust, and joy. Tell 
me, dearest, that I am safe—that you will 
never care for any man as you now care for 
me.” 

“You know I shall not. Valence I—that 
I am yours, and yours only, until death 
parts usl” 

“Ah 1—and that will be for such a little 
while 1—such a little, little while 1 I shall 
go before you have learnt how much I love 
you in return. To-morrow, Everil, will be 
the first of January—the last new year that 
1 shall ever see on earth.” 

“I cannot believe Itl” she whispers, as 
with closed eyes she leans against his breast. 
“ You will be saved, even though God has 
to send an angel from heaven to rescue 
you ?’ 

“ You are my angel ?’ ho answers, fondly; 
“and It is God who sent you to cheer the 
last months of my life, and make even the 
prospect of death, in your arms, seem like 
an easy sleep F’ 

"IiMbe yourangeU" excltdms Everil, 
suddenly but determinately. 

She does not know by what means her 
resolution will be performed. The future 
is all dark before her, and no help appears 
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on liny side; yet In that moment of inspi¬ 
ration she believes that what she says will 
come to pass, and that she has been raised 
up for the salvation of her husband. A 
mighty faith takes possession of hersonl; 
her eyes kindle; she lifts her drooping 
head from Yalence’s breast, and stands up¬ 
right, feeling as thongb she had the strength 
of a lion to accomplish bis deliverance. 

“ItHll save him I” she thinks again to 
herself when he has left her. “1 ctmnot 
see the way, or the means; it is all confn- 
sion and mystery; but something or some¬ 
body spoke to me at that moment, and told 
me that if I have the will, the way is not 
inscrutable. I told Alice long ago, when 
we were talking about love, and she was 
arguing the subject in her feeble manner, 
that there was no love worthy of the name 
in those efiete modern days. No love that 
would sacrifice itself for its object; that 
would trample down all obstacles that lay 
between them; endure the breath of shame 
and obloquy—and even render back the 
love that makes its own happiness, in order 
to secure that of the beloved. 

“ Could I do as much as that for Taleuce, 
I wonder? If I could save him by it—re¬ 
store him to his reason and- his friends— 
conid I bear that he should think me heart¬ 
less, ungrateful, unworthy of his true affec¬ 
tion, and bear bis scorn and bis contempt, 
where I now receive his love ?- 

“ Could I bear to see him pining for the 
caresses 1 longed but did not dare to bestow 
on him; and find, when be was cured of 
bis sick fancies and mad infatuation, that 
he was also cored of any liking for myself? 

"It would be terrible I It would be 
worse, a thousand times, than merely giving 
up my poor life in exchange for his. It 
would be a moral suicide—a living death— 
the tomb closed over all my hopes whilst 
they still struggled and fought for exist¬ 
ence (—yet I think that I could bear it— 
for himl 

“ To see him restored to health, and life, 
and action; to know that the old name 
should not die out; that his intellect was 
once more free from .clouds, and that my 
Valence sbonid live to a good old age, and 
leave an honored memory behind him—to 
obtain this, I would sacrifice all that I pos¬ 
sess, even to his precious love I 

'* O my husband 11 think there must be 
some true love left, even in these * effete 
modem days.’ ” 


CHAPTEB XXX. 

“ I WILI. DtB rrf THB ATTEMPT.” 

A PEW days aftertVards John Bulwer Is 
. seated before the fire In Dr. Newall’s cot¬ 
tage, smoking, and engaged in converaation 
with the old man on the subject of Lord 
Valence’s health. It is evening, and Bnl- 
wer has strolled down from the castle, after 
dinner, without confiding his intentions to 
any one. He is becoming seriously alarmed. 
about his friend Valence, and Dr. Newall’s 
remarks do not tend to decrease his fears, 

“ There is no doubt about it,” says the 
old doctor, decisively; “ the man will die ?’> 

" But can nothing be done to save him ?” 

“Ihave done all T^an. I have phys¬ 
icked him mentally and bodily. I have 
kept his blood cool with medicine, and I 
have placed the risk he is runuiog as plain¬ 
ly before his eyes as common Bnglish 
words will do it. He heeds neither my 
warning nor my advice. He has taken 
every possible means to kill himself.” 

"Is he insane?” asks Bulwer in a low 
voice. 

" Temporarily, he is insane.” 

“ Could he be treated for it?” 

" No, Mr. Bulwer 1 A man may do the 
maddest things possible. He may risk his 
own life, or those of other people, squander 
his money, drink himself into a state bor¬ 
dering on Idiocy, or deny himself the com¬ 
mon necessaries of existence; yet if be is 
capable of managing bis domestic affairs, 
there is no law in England by which they 
can be managed for him. Lord Valence is 
in far greater need of control than half the 
poor wretches we confine in asylums. He 
can neither manage himself, his health, 
nor bis estate. He has permitted a miser 
able superstition to obtain so firm a bold 
on his mind, that he is walking into the 
grave with his eyes wide open; yet there is 
no power but his own free will that can 
restrain him. I bad hoped so much from 
the influence of the countess, who is one of 
the best women -1 ever came across; but 
from wbat you tell me, she appears, like the 
rest of us, to have failed.” 

“ I have told yon nothing but the truth. 
I can hardly describe to you what a differ¬ 
ence even this last week has made in him, 
I knew, of course, that there was some mys¬ 
tery connected with bis studies; but I had 
no idea of the evil till Lady Valence spoke 
to me last night. It seems too awful to 
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think that a man shonld throw his life away 
ill this maimer! Surely Hrs. West, who 
has been with him all these years, might 
have done something to prevent it.” 

“ My dear young man P’ exclaims Dr. 
Newall, emphatically, “ don’t repeat I said 
so, but Mrs. West is a snake in the grass, a 
double-distilled hypocrite, an Incarnation 
of the Fiend himself. I detest that little 
woman! Mark my words! For all her 
peachy dimpled cheeks, and her sweet 
smile, and her Insinuating manner, it will 
be found out some day that she has had 
more to do with her brother-in-law’s infat¬ 
uation than the world thinks fori I have 
tried to catch her in vain. She is as soft- 
footed as a cat, and as slippery as an eel; 
bnt I know that she rejoices at poor Va¬ 
lence’s ill-health, and that the worst news 
you could take her would be the news of 
bis recovery.” 

“But why should she harbor enmity 
against him, when he has so generously 
given her a home ?” 

“A home which she would like to retain 
altogether, Mr. Bulwer. Are yon so blind 
as not to see she has a son, and that if the 
earl dies little Arthur will become lord 
Valence ? O, it is all as plain as a pike¬ 
staff to me. I read Agatha West’s mind 
years ago. She enly married poor Arthur 
because he stood a very good chance of get¬ 
ting the title; and when he so unexpected¬ 
ly died, she turned all her attention to the 
interests of her child.” 

“I knew Mrs. West was a deceitful 
woman, but I little thought she could be as 
bad as that.” 

“ If a woman is deceitful, Mr. Bulwer, 
she will go to any lengths her fancy may 
direct her. A bad woman—and by a bad 
woman I mean a godless woman—Is gener¬ 
ally very bad indeed. The sex has too 
little foresight, too feeble reasoning power, 
too little fear of consequences, to be up¬ 
right and honorable on principle alone. 
Touch their hearts—make them once be¬ 
lieve in and feel the love of the man-god 
for their individual selves, and they will be 
capable of any sacrifice for his sake; but 
without this power of emotion they are un- 
sexed—no longer women as Qod intended 
women to be, yet without the mental 
strength of man. A man can be moral 
from no other sense than that it is for the 
good of society he should be so; a woman 
snaps her fingers at society, and if she be 


not moral because the Almighty is offend¬ 
ed by sin, will, in all probability, embrace 
the first opportunity of falling. A man 
may be irreligious and yet honorable in his 
transactions; if a woman is not religious, 
Mr. Bulwer, she is nothing at all; a build¬ 
ing without foundation, an empty shrine, 
a bubble that bursts whilst you are looking 
at it! And yet some men complain that 
their wives are too fond of going to church, 
and singing psalms, and being generally 
God-fearing. Short-sighted fools! If, by 
forbidding their religious observances, or 
driving them through sheer weariness of 
argument to adopt a lighter course of ac¬ 
tion, they pull out the foundation stone so 
that the whole building totters and becomes 
frail, let them not complain if it fall on 
themselves, and crush them down to a 
deeper hell than their imaginations have 
ever pictured.” 

“ You speak feelingly. Dr. Newall.” 

“ I speak from experience, sir! I know 
that a woman must either belong to God 
or the devil, and that if she once gives her¬ 
self np to the power of evil, there is no say¬ 
ing to what depths her feeble unprotected 
nature may not fall.” 

“What you have said of Mrs. West 
shocks me greatly.” 

“You would be more shocked If you 
could read her heart. If you have any re¬ 
gard for your friend, Mr. Bulwer, watch 
that woman—watch her day and night, and 
try to find out how far she Infiuences him 
when away from his wife.” 

“ I will. You have aroused my suspi¬ 
cions, and they shall not sleep again. Mrs. 
West has a spy dogging her footsteps from 
this time forward. Who can that be knock¬ 
ing at your door so late?” 

“I cannot imagine. Lord Valence 
always turns the handle for himself. Brid¬ 
get r’ says Dr. Newall, calling into the pas¬ 
sage, “ there is some one knocking at the 
door. Bless that woman! she is always out 
of the way when I require her. I will an¬ 
swer it myself.” 

He undoes the fastenings, and finds upon 
the threshold a woman, breathless with 
running, and enveloped in a dark cloak, 
with a shawl about her head. 

“ I,ady Valence.'—at this time of night!” 

O, doctor don’t look so astonished 1 It 
is not so very late, is it? And I have run 
all the way here from the castle, and I must 
go back directly, or he will miss me. Let 
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necometo, doctor. I must speak to yop 
—I have .80 much to say r’ i 

“ Come In at once* my lady. It is niifit 
yon should remain out in the cold—only I 
must tell yon th at Mr. Bnlwer Is sitting with 
me; so that U your communication is a 
private one—" 

“I will go at once, if Lady Valence de¬ 
sires it,” says Bulwer, rising to his feet. 

‘‘No, not at all,” she answers, waving 
her hand. “I have no secrets that Mr. 
Bulwer may not hear. Only I have come, 
doctor, to tell you that I will save my 


husband’s life, or that I will die in,the 
attempt.” 

She has thrown off the shawl from her 
head, and stands before them like some in¬ 
spired prophetess. Her hair is disordered 
from the unusual headdress, her che^s 
are crimson, her eyes are lighted ,with a 
feverish fire. Bulwer thinks as he looks at 
her that she ought to have a drawn.sword 
in:herhand. i, 

“I will save my husband’s life,” ^e re¬ 
peats, firmly, “ or I will die in the attemptl” - 
[to be oohtinobd.1 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



WILL SHE MARRY HIM?: CHAPTER XXXL T WILL FIND IT-IF IT IS TO BE ... 

MARRYAT, FLORENCE 

Ballou's Monthly Magazine (1866-1893): Sep 1875; 42, 3; American Periodicals 
pg. 249 


' ..v.r.- W]^''8HE''UAKR7"Hni7 ‘ 

. BT FLOBKHOB IIABBTAT, ABTHOS OF “AB CHFOBTHHATB MATCH,” BTO., BTC. ’ 


'' ' CHAPTER XXXI. . 

“ I mu, Ftso IT—IP IT IS TO BB v6vm>.” 

“ Come in,” says Dr. Newall, as he takes. 
Lady Valence gently by the hand, and 
drawsherln frontof the little fire. ‘‘Com^ 

l n, and tell us all about it.” 

' But with her animated speech the count, 
ess’s courage seems to hare evaporated; 
and as she stands between the two men, 
whose eye's are turned inquiringly towards 
her, she looks more ready to weep than ta 
declaim. 

“ OI what Is there to tell?” she says, de¬ 
spairingly. “It is the old, old story—Va¬ 
lence is dying by Inches. 1 had hoped so 
much from our visit to Mentone, doctor. 
He seemed so different there—so young, 
and buoyant, and hopeful. But it is all 
gone again. The ciirse fell on him directly 
he entered the doors of Castle Valence, 
and I hardly recdgnire him for the same 
creature.” 

“Has he resumed his midnight stud¬ 
ies?” asks Dn Newall. 

“He has resumed everything that is 
most hurtful to his health; late hours,.se¬ 
cret sittings, mysterious absences, and, 
sbot’e all, those fatal trances have again at¬ 
tacked him. He was in one—so he tells 

me, and from his appearance I can well 
believe it —for three hours last night. 
Sometimes be does not come to bed at all, 
and the morning finds him iii that wretch’ed 
library, with his pulse down to the very 
lowest ebb, and . almost unconscious of 
what is passing around him. O Dr. Kew- 
all, if this goes ,on much longer, he will 
really die 1” 

“ I know it, Lady Valence.” 

“But it most not .be —lishall not be. 
Justhow, too, when all life holds that is 
best and fairest Is opeiffng before his 
view.” : 

Hefe she stops and blushes' vividly, re¬ 
membering that she is ailudiiig to that of 
which'ohe at least of her listeners knows 
nothing'. '. ; . . . ., ,. ; 

"Eorgive ^me, Mr, Bnlwer. I hardly 
know of .what,I am speaking. If you only , 
knew what 1 suffer, you wonld feel for me.” , 


“ I dp feel for you. Lady Valence, keen¬ 
ly. Dr, Newaii will tell you that we were 
discussing this very subject, and ,tbe possi¬ 
bility of a cure, when you arrived.’,’ 

. “And what did you say?” she demands, 
turning to the old man. 

”1 could only repeat, my dear, what I 
have said to you before; this disease lies 
in the brain. Distract the earl’s.mind, dis¬ 
abuse his fancy, prove bis imagination to 
have been a ile, and you will cure him— 
psrhaps. Mind, I only say perhaps!” 

“Ton . think him mod?” she says, in a 
low voice. 

“Not hereditarily so, my lady — not 
physically so, if I may use the expression. 
But that bis abnormal studies have pro¬ 
duced a temporary disturbance of the cere¬ 
bral organization, I have no doubt. Noth¬ 
ing else could account for the earl’s be¬ 
haviour.” 

“Modi’’ repeats Lady Valence, musing¬ 
ly. “Madt good heavens I . How horrible t 
And yet, had you seen him just now as he 
rushed into my arms, pale and trembling, 
his dear brow bathed in a cold perspiration, 
and heard the loud beating of his heart as 
he told me that the brief interval of happi¬ 
ness we have enjoyed was but a diabolical 
delusion to make the death to which be is 
hastening moye terrible to contemplate, 
yon would indeed have said that he iopked 
mad. He clutched me—poor darling—Bs 
though a weak shaking thing as I am conid 
be bis support And.tbe pain in his eyes— 
the dreadful sense of pain stamped upon 
every line of bis.couutensncer-sball I ever : 
forget it? It yvas this,, that made, me come 
to you this evening. Dr. Newell; that 
made me feel that by some means or other 
an end must be .put to this awful .supersti¬ 
tion. 6, dp not tell me that he is mad— 
that therejs.no hppeforhiml”, 

“. Heaven forbid, that 1 sboiild say so, my 
dear lady, When I call the earl insane, 1 
do so wlyieedi^,,;, The derangement would, 
donbtle.ss...b.Pjbnj; te,mi>prary, if the way of ^ 
cnre .pould fojmd,,, But, how to find it, , 
that’s,the question..,Hpw,IP .find Itl’’ 

“j;,^il,ftad,ity:;jf it ia;to .ba,found,’,’i she ; 
answers, grandjy,,. ‘f NoI. dpn’t Ipok,ot me 
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as if I were taking more on mjself than I 
have any right to do. 1 have made a voiv 
to Heaven that, if heed be, I will sacrifloe 
my life itself to cure my husband, and I 
mean to keep it. 1 know I am only a wo¬ 
man, and a very, inexperienced and igno¬ 
rant woman; but I love him, Ur. Bulwer, 
and I feel ready to defy all things, natural 
or supernatural, for his sake.” 

“God bless youl I believe you wouldP’ 
cries the young man, as he looks at her 
with unqualified admiration; “and with 
the whole power of my strength I would 
assist you.” 

“ Will you work with me ?” she retorts, 
eagerly. “ Shall we penetrate this haunted 
room together, and drag all its hidden 
mysteries to light?” 

“ I will follow yon, if need be, to the 
jaws of death itself. What do yon suppose 
I would not do in Valence’s cause?—he 
who is my best and earliest friend 1” 

“ If we could but argue him out of bis 
belief in the reality of these apparitions —" 

“ If we could but prove to him, beyond a 
doubt, that they are but the creatious of 
his own diseased imagination—” 

“ Stop, my children I not so fasti” inter¬ 
poses Dr. Newall. “Tou are reckoning 
without your host. Your proposals will 
not hold water. How can you reason a 
man out of the evidence of bis own senses? 
Have you forgotten the midnight vigil you 
held with your husband, Lddy Valence, 
and what you saw and beard during its 
continuance ?” 

Everil shudders and turns pale. 

“Ah, nol How foolish I ami It is too 
redi, too terrible a thing to be argued 
about. But what is to be done then ? Will 
he always believe in and follow them?” 

“ To believe is not necessarily to follow. 
Lady Valence: I believe in the possibility 
of supernatural visitations, and yet they 
never trouble me. Hoi your husband’s re¬ 
searches have gone too far for that. Were 
you and my impetuous young friend here 
to rush pellmell into the secret recesses of 
his heart, and strive to overthrow what is 
enshrined there as his most sacred belief, 
you would do no good whatever. You would 
only shock bis sensibility, destroy his cont 
fidence in you, and leave him more closely 
wedded to his own opinions. Ss delnsion 
is not that micA tMnps ore. It lies in the 
trust he places in them, and their commu¬ 
nications as being sent from heaven. If 


we can once proie to him that spirits are 
fallible, that their prophecies can be false, 
and even thq^ supposed identity a lie, the 
cnre would be effected. Lord Valence 
would not have the' witness of his own 
senses turned against himself, but he would 
learn how little in the way of spiritual rev¬ 
elation is worthy our attention beside that 
which has been committed in trust for us 
to the keeping of the church.” 

“ But how can we do this. Dr. Newall ?” 

“ I have been pondering the subject very 
carefully, and I can see but one way to it. 
When I have made yon acquainted with 
the theory of my plan it will be for your 
ladyship to decide whether it is practic^. 
Lord Valence folly believes he Is to leave 
this world on the third of February, does 
he not?” 

“On the third of February, at noon. 
And he constantly alludes to it. Dr. New- 
all, as a settled thing. Sometimes he 
wakes up suddenly in the night and thinks 
the time has come, and throws his arms 
about me to say farewell. And when I try 
to reason him out of the idea, he tells me 
it is of no use; that his fate has been de¬ 
termined since his birth, and that he feels 
the tide of life ebbing slower and slower 
with him every day. And, indeed, some¬ 
times bis pulse is scarcely perceptible. I 
cannot tell you how I tremble as the days 
go on.” 

“ You must leave off trembling now. 
Lady Valence, like a brave woman, as I 
know you can be, and take to acting in¬ 
stead. By fair means or foul, your husband 
mnst be beguiled into passing over the 
tbiivl of February without noticing the 
date.” 

“But is that possible?” 

“The possibility I leave to you. You 
have a woman’s ready wit, and must bring 
it all to your assistance mfw. If you can 
persuade the earl by any means to live 
over the third of February without know¬ 
ing it, his life is saved. He will see then 
the impotency of the prophecy in which he 
has placed so much trust, and I will guar¬ 
antee his own good sense, which has been 
blinded by this Infatuation, will prevent his 
ever placing faith in such revelations again.” 

“ To make him pass over the third of 
February without noticing it,” repeats the 
countess, thoughtfully; “but how to de¬ 
lude him? By what means to divert his 
observation?” 
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“Ton most work npon bis feeltngsi”, re¬ 
plies'the doctor, decidedly* , “ Bigoted as ' 
ha is to this faUl belief, his lordship most , 
sorely ^possess-some 'ot, iheifeelingsiol a 
mall* There; are a thousand' things, that > 
should be able to distract his attention 
from himself; your health, for Instance.” 

“O, that I could die for hlml” she ex¬ 
claims, suddenly. 

“ Talence would scarcely care to pur¬ 
chase his life at such a sacridce,” says 
Bulwer. : 

“Do you not think so? That thought 
would make it all the easier. ‘But we must 
not talk, Mr. Bulwer I we must think-^ 
think—think I. Dr. Newall’s suggesUon 
has been like a ray of light , to me, and at 
all hazards I am resolved 1 will succeed.” 

“ Depend upon my aid in any way that 
is in my power. Lady Valence, even to 
risking a rupture of the long-tried friend¬ 
ship between ypur husband and myself.” 

“As 1 would risk bis love for mel O,*! 
see we shall be true allies, Mr, Bulwer, 
and I thank you for it.”. 

She holds out her delicate hand as she 
speaks, and permits him to clasp it firmly. 

“ Yet If we should falir’ she continues, 
breaking down, “if we should fail?’ 

The Joan of Arc spirit has departed 
again. < She is once more a woman, and the 
two men hasten to exert their privilege of 
protection and consolation. 

“WevHIl not fttil,” says Bolwer, confi¬ 
dently. “ Newell and I will put our, heads 
together, Lady Valence, and take no rest 
until we have hit on some expedient that 
appears possible.” 

“And meanwhile, my dear young lady, 
you will consider too, and you will not for¬ 
get to pray for our soccess; and between 
us three we are sure to find some way ont 
of this apparent labyrinth of difficulty.” 

“ The third of February, and this is the 
tenth of January 1 It is so short a time,” 
she says, mournfully. , 

“NoUme is too.short for Qod,” is the 
old man’s reply. 

“Then I will go now, lest lie should dis¬ 
cover and be angry at my absence; and yon 
two will consult together, and let me: know 
everything in . the morning.' How can, I 
thank you enough ?” she says, sweetly, as 
she tnrns and smiles upon, them through 
her tears. 

“ Wa will not take yonr thanks tlU we 
haveearoed them,’’ replieaBulwer.' “. Bnt' 


you. mnsL; not return to the castle alone. 
Lady.Valence. Let me see you through i 
the.grounds.” , : ' . :.i 

”No, I would rather not -Some,one 
might see ns, you know, and it would look , 
so strange.” 

She says this half langhlng, and touching - 
the shawl she has wrapped about bet bead. 

“ I shall not be a minute running up to the 
castle. Qood-nigbt, Dr. Newall; you have 
done me all the good in the world; you 
have given me hope. I shall go home and , 
pray that a way may, be opened, and it 
must come—it must cornel" And before 
they have time to reassure her, she has left 
the cottage and is running through the 
darkness in the direction of her home. , 

The castle hall and corridors are always: 
lighted, but the place is so immense that the 
best of lamps leave it but gloomy. No one 
encounters Lady Valence as she steals up 
the wide staircase and into her own bed¬ 
room, where a light is dimly burning; bnt 
as she closes the door behind her, a figure 
starts up from the shadow of. the dressing- 
room beyond, and advances towards her. 
It is her husband. 

“Why, Valence, dearest,” she says,, 
cheerfully, "you here, and in, the dark! 
What have you bden doing ? Are you not 
well?” 

“What have you been doing? That’s 
more to the purpose,’? he answers, almost 
roughly. “And where have you been? • 
What makes your hair so untidy, and what 
is this shawl upon your arm? I want to; 
know all that.” 

She stops for a moment confounded. To 
tell him she has been U> Dr. Newall .will be 
to rouse his worst suspicions and place him 
on his guard, and yet Byerll is not the. wo-' 
man to tell a lie. 

“I have been in the garden with this 
shawl about my head,’’ she answers, with 
an attempt to speak lightly, . “A stupid • 
creature, am I not,,t<> risk neuraigia and 
toothache, and every sort of ill, by braving 
the night air ? But I was.neiwous, Valence, 
and excited, and I wanted to ,copl.myself.” 

‘.‘Nervous and, excltedj Pray;,what ex- 
cited you;?’’ ., , ii ,■ ; 

“Well; tol tell you the truth, dear love,' 
you did;. How can I help feeling nervous , 
when you speak to merss yon dld tbis 
evening? Not only nervous, but miserable. 
You forget how my life is bound'.up in", 
yoursj Valence.”.. 
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For a moment he Beeme abont' to relent^ 
and submits to the caresses she showers 
upon him; but the next, a sndden remem¬ 
brance strikes him, and he turns Impatiently 
away. 

I see no reason why you should risk 
your health also. Did you go alone?” 

“ I went alone. Valence P’ 

Did you come back alone ?” 

“TesI” 

“ Did yon see any one while you were 
out?” 

“ Why do you ask mo ? What can it sig¬ 
nify?” 

“ Do yon suppose It signifies nothing to 
me if yon steal out in this surreptitious 
manner to meet any one or not? Do mar¬ 
ried ladies—hostesses—usually desert their 
guests to walk about their grounds after 
dark, with nothing but a shawl twisted 
about their heads, and with no object but 
to ‘cool’ themselves? Answer me, now I 
Was this walk an assignation or not?” 

She has never seen him look like this be¬ 
fore, nor heard him speak in such a voice 
of anger. His cheek is flushed, his eyes 
blazing;.he has actually seized her by the 
arm; Everil’s pride begins to stir. 

“ Of what do you accuse me?” she says, 
loftily. 

“I accuse you of nothing; I only say 
that it is by a strange coincidence that you 
and Captain Maurice Staunton (the gentle¬ 
man who gave yon the flowers, you may 
remember) should have left the house at 
the same moment, and remained absent for 
the same time, and at such an hour as this, 
too 1 strange, but true.” 

He throws away her hand and ceases 
speaking, as though waiting for a reply. 
But none comes. Everil remains silent. 

" Well, madam!” 

“ What do you expect me to say?” 

“I wish you to deny the accusation I 
bring against you—(f pou con/ To tell mo 
that you have not been walking about the 
garden to-night with that brute Staunton.” 

She is abont indignantly to refute the as¬ 
sertion. She is abont to cast her arms 
about her darling’s neck, and entreat him 
to tell her who has dared to poison bis 
mind with such an infamous falsehood 
concerning her faith' to him,''when a 
thought occurs to her; a voice commences 
rin^ng in her ears, ‘‘Work on hit feelings. 
Bigoted as he is to this fatal belitf, his lord- 
ship must surely possess some of the feeUngs 


of a mun. Theri are a thousand things should 
he able to distract his attention from Mm- 
self." 

Is this one of them ? Everll pauses, con¬ 
siders, trembles, and remains voiceless and 
impassive. 

‘‘You don’t deny itP’ continues the 
earl, in a low tone, full of agitation. “ You 
are silent, when a word from you would 
put an end to all my suspicions. I have 
watched that man closely, and I am not 
deceived; he cares for you! Heavens! 
what will you make me believe next?” 

“You must believe what you choose. 
Valence,” she answers, in a trembling 
voice—the voice of the martyr who has the 
stake in view, yet walks up boldly to it— 
“I decline to refute the accusation you 
bring against me.” 

“ You refuse to satisfy my doubts I Is it 
wounded pride or guilt that keeps yon si¬ 
lent, Everil ?” 

“ You can attribute it to the motive you 
prefer.” 

“ Good heavens 1 that .1 should live to 
bear you speak to me like that! Do you 
know what yon are d.oingP Do you know 
that yon are causing the most violent emo¬ 
tion of which my nature is capable, and 
that I cannot answer for the consequences 
that may follow such an act? I told yon 
the other day, and I repeat it now, that if 
yon once give me cause for jealousy, yon 
will raise a demon yon will find it difflcnlt 
to quell. And yet you can stand there 
quietly, and tell me you decline to refute 
the accusation brought against yon I” 

“ No law, social or religions, compels ns 
to refute an unjust charge.” 

“ You allow it is unjust then ?” 

“ I allow nothing I I consider that I am 
authorized in taking a walk through my 
own gronnds. If I so choose, at any hour of 
the day or night, and I deny the right of 
you or any one to question so simple a pro¬ 
ceeding.” 

“ I do not condemn the fact of the walk, 
though it was imprudent. I demand only 
to know if you were accompanied by any 
one.’,’ ' 

“And I refuse to say.” 

He looks at her for a moment ■without 
speaking; then, with a- face white with 
mingled anger and pain, ho rushes from 
the apartment. 

Dady' Valance waits until the sound of 
. his receding footsteps has died away before 
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■be ventoreg to lock her door and ^ve Vent 
to her real feellUgi. Then sinking down 
on her knee's by the bedside, she buries her 
face in the yielding drapery, and groans In 
the anguish of her spirit. 

“Can I do It? Can I go through with 
it? Shall I live to see the completion of so 
terrible a task? Yet for bis sake-^or Afa 
sake/ Tbat thongbt most be my watch¬ 
word, even if I die.” 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

**APP£Anajrcss aktb dec£itfui..“ 

No immediate consequences follow this 
outburst from the earl. The countess 
comes down smiling to the breakfast-table 
the following morning; the business of the 
day proceeds as usual, and if Valence’s 
brow is a little overclouded, and bis man¬ 
ner curt and undecided, bis words are too 
changeable to excite much observation, 
and no one appears the wiser for the scene 
which took place in the bedroom the night 
before. How constantly it is the case in 
this world I Captain Spooney is so atten¬ 
tive to his wife, so anxious to anticipate 
her wishes, so particular in calling her by 
names of endearment in public, tbat his 
acquaintance would not believe it possible 
that whenever the captain’s temper has 
been ruffled be vents his ill-humor by 
pinching Hrs. Spooney, and knocking her 
about, and wreaking his petty malice by a 
thousand contemptible denials of her foodi 
or her money, or her pleasure. Pretty lan¬ 
guid Hts. Butterfly, toe, who always speaks 
to her husband as “ my dearest love,’’ and 
appears periodically with her hair or her 
dress arranged in the most unbecoming 
style because “ dear Edward ’’ prefers it in 
tiiat fashion, how astonished the guileless 
and uinnitiated are wneii sue waitts uu uue 
fine summer’s morning with Lieutenant 
Prancer, of the cavalry, and to find subse- 
quentlyi when they appear in print, that 
the unsuspecting lieutenant is but the tail 
of a long list Of co-respondents.. 

The world is uot 'an innocent creature, 
by any manner of means; yet'the world is 
certainly very easily beguiled by apipear- 
ances, or, ratberi'we should say, the world 
shuts its eyes determinately'to that Which 
should not be.’ Perhaps in ’ the laudable 
desire to do as it would be done’ by. 

It ‘is content ’ to' take: tbings as tbey ap^ 


pear, whibh is, after ail;'the least'tfoUbie- 
some method to pnlsner The"gUesis''At 
Castle Taleiicb are' content' to'tske'the'i'r 
host' and''hostess as tbey' appetiti’,' at all 
events for a day or two! But after that 
time the change becomes more' Visible. 
The earl’s usually lan^id and apatheUb 
manner has given place tO a restless anx¬ 
iety, which seems to render him ‘incapable 
of keeping quiet. His eyes are always 
watching the coniitess; bis cheeks burn 
with a hectic flush; he appears to be in¬ 
wardly consumed by some devouring fever, 
Everil, on tbe contrary, grows apparently 
livelier day by day; Her laugh is oftener 
heard than it has ever been before; it is 
certainly harsher and louder than it used 
to be; but that may arise from her high 
spirits. She does not appear to take any 
notice of the earl’s changed demeanor, nor 
even of himself; but much affects the soci¬ 
ety of Alice Mildmay, with whom'she has 
secret lokea that are confided to none of 
the rest of the company, unless it be to 
Uaurice Staunton, who has a faculty of 
hanging about these two ladies, and bold¬ 
ing whispered conversations with them, 
tbat is, on. occasions when by so doing they 
cannot offend society. 

Mr. Mildmay, who never liked Captain 
Staunton in the olden days, and has con¬ 
ceived an honest affection for his inteude'd 
son-in-law, John Bulwer, watches the tri¬ 
umvirate with eyes of suspicion. He is not 
pleased at Captain Stauiiton’V incretlsed fa¬ 
miliarity With his hostess; still less with 
his apparent intimacy with his daughter^ 
He does hot like to mention the sUbfect'td 
Bulwer, lest he should be'tbb 'meahs of 
rousing his suspicious unnecessarily ; b'll't 
he ’unbhsotus himself ' freily’'to' Miss 
Stroifi- Vi ’-o is Os coguixant of the evil as 
he IS.‘ '' 

“ I am'air dld-fash:<)ucd ihdivldiial, iiliu 
I may hold very''antiquated notihiis,”' hd 
says lo'her'onC day, after a lundUeda,' diir^ 
iug ‘which Everil arid Alice'Havh‘'appeareii 
to be ehtirely engrossed by Mkorice' Btabn- 
ton’s sittbntloUEl; and tbb earl hah feft ibd 
table abruptly, and kdthbiit appareiif'ehh.id; 
“ butT don’t ‘like the Way Ih WUidh'the'sa 
youhg pehyiCf'go ’on; Miss 'Sirodg. ' Ehefll 
was always willfiii' hud hhaidhti'ohgA.^hd 
and ! kn'oW thall t6“otit‘C08t‘^ 'yei;''i'ui^d to 
think her heart Wasih'the"rlght'pVat!e;'hh3 
she knew what was due to herself af a^ldil- 
tlewomaii; b'ift td'iee'thd'maihiM'lif’vmleb 
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she permitted that young Staunton to go 
on with her to-day at tho luncheon-table, 
it was romping, madam, positively romp¬ 
ing; there’s no other name for it, I don’t 
wonder the earl was annoyed. Why Cap¬ 
tain Staunton was ever asked down here, X 
cannot imagine. There are circumstances 
in the past connected with his name which 
should, I think, have prevented Everil 
from allowing him to become her guest; 
and to have my daughter raized up with it 
all I It disturbs me greatly.” 

** O, pray doii’t speak of it so seriously, 
Hr. Hilclmay, or you will alarm me. X was 
as surprised as you could be to find Cap¬ 
tain Staunton here; but dear Everil assures 
me he was invited by her husband, and not 
herself. So what could the poor child do 
but submit?” 

^^Submitl Poohl nonsense] It’s one 
thing to have the man staying in the castle 
—though X question that as a sign of good 
taste—and another to dirt with him openly 
as she is doing now. No one could help 
observiug it, Miss Strong! X call it scan¬ 
dalous, and I wont have Alice’s name 
dragged into any such affair. If John Bui- 
wer wont interfere, 1 shall.” 

” Would it not be better to speak to Alice, 
yourself? To uieutton the subject to Mr. 
Bulwer will be to create au open scaudal. 
You cannot apeak of Alice without iucul- 
pating Lady Valence.” 

“Yes, you are right. And your duty. 
Miss Strong, is to speak to the couutess.” 

“To Everil! O Mr. Mildmay, you do 
sot know the task you are setting me! 
You may remember how ill she bore coer¬ 
cion even in her schoolgirPs days. What 
will she say if X venture to reprove her 
now, when X have no possible right to do 
80 ?” 

“ You have the right of old acquaintance 
aud long-tried affection. You have the 
right of right, which should be the strong¬ 
est right of ail. Speak to her plmiily, Miss 
Strung; no half measures ever took with 
that girl. Ask her what Staunton is doing 
here; tell her what people are.saying about 
it; urge the interests of her husband, her 
positiou aud herself, upon her; and let her 
do her worst afterwards if she will. ^Your 
duty is clear before you.” 

“ Xf you think X ought, X will, Mr. Mild¬ 
may ; but it seems taking a great deal upon 
myself.” 

He draws her ^ the window, and .points 


across the /eafioss park^ where, in the dis¬ 
tance, two figures saunter close together. 
They are not so far off but that she can dis¬ 
tinguish them to be the couutess and Cap¬ 
tain Maurice Staunton. 

“ Look at that, and don’t talk such non- 
sensei” be says, sternly. “You might as 
well say it was taking too much upon your¬ 
self to drag a would-be suicide back from 
the brink of the grave.” 

“And when we first came here she 
seemed 80 devoted to her husband 1” says 
Miss Strong, mournfully. 

“Appearances are deceitful,” replies the 
rector, just as Mrs. West, muffled up to the 
chin in sables, with Arthur, arrayed iu 
black velvet, by her side, comes tripping 
into the room.* 

“Where is dear Everii?” she inquires, 
with one of her sweetest smiles. 

“Walking in the park with Captaiu 
Staunton,” growls Mr. Mildmay. “She 
appears partial to the company of that 
young man, Mrs. West.” 

“ O, it is so good of her, isn’t it, when X 
know she would rather be iu a dozen other 
places? But chat.Is just like dear LVerill 
She is always sacrificing herself for other 
people.- I say she is a perfect martyr.” 

“it’s a pity she coniines her martyrdom 
so exclusively to one person, though. It 
would not be the less martyrdom for being 
divided occasionally; at least, that’s my 
opinion.” 

“ Do you mean Maurice by ’ one person?’ 
Does Everii martyrize herself oftener fur 
him than her other guests? X’m so glad to 
hear ill bhe used to snub him dreadfully 
(he’s not much of a favorite with her, you 
kuowhaud befeic.ic verymucli. it is kind 
of her to walk with the poor fellow. He 
will be BO proud of her coudesceusiou. X 
really must thaj/k EvejXJ, for Maurice is 
my guest. You know dear Lady Bussell 
and X are such bosom friends.” 

“ Don’t you think you could take Cap¬ 
tain Staunton off Lady Valence’s bands 
occasionally, then?” puts in Miss Strong, 
bravely. “ The earl seemed rather put out 
at luucheoii to-day because she could talk 
to no one else,” 

“ Has Valence been confiding his private 
annoyances to youP’ ezclalms Ag<*tha, 
with wide-open eyes. 

“O uol of course uou. The earl aud I 
are not on such Juiitnaie. terms; only I 
tbought->it was impossible not to observe-*-” 
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Butihere the old lady’s eloquence is In¬ 
terrupted by Mrs. West’s merry laugh. 

“Dear, dear! How comical I X only 
wish dear Valence could hear you. What 
would he say?’’ 

. “I should be very much concerned if 
any remark I made to you In-confidence 
did reach his lordship’s ears,’’ stammers 
Miss Strong, with a heightened color. 

“ My dear creature! 1 wouldn’t be the 
one to repeat it for the world; Why, he 
would bring the whole castle down about 
our ears. Everil and he are the most ab¬ 
surd pair of turtle-doves you ever came 
across in the whole course of your exist¬ 
ence. They are always billing and cooing, 
aud going on with their lovers’ nonsense. 
And the idea of any one taking a story to 
Valence opoinst his wife 1 Why, he'd kill 
the messenger! That’s my belief.’’ 

“I’m so glad to hear it!’’ quoth the 
duenna, with a long-drawn sigh of relief. 

“The idea of your dreaming otherwise! 
I never heard such an absurd idea 1 Come, 
Arthur, we will go for a walk, aud meet 
these two arch-plotters on their way home. 
Aunty Everil will thank me greatly for e.x- 
chaiigiiig cavaliers; aud I’m uot sure that 
1 shall object to the arrangement, either.’’ 

“Do you hear that?’’ says Miss Strong, 
as tile little widow and her child disappear. 

“Yes, 1 hear it; but I shall speak to 
Alice all the same.’’ 

“ But now I come to think of it. Sir. 
Miidmay, I did hear a rumor, before I came 
to the castle, that Sirs. West and Captain 
Staunton were going to iqake a natch of it; 
in which case he would become a sort of 
brother-in-law to our dear Everil. Don’t 
you think we have been rather premature 
iu our suspicions ?’’ 

“ Perhaps so. I hope we may have; but 
I shall speak to my Alice, nevertheless,’’ 
repeats the rector, with the dogged obsti¬ 
nacy inherent iu his sex; “and if you 
know your duty, you will do the same by 
Everil.’’ 

“ O yes, 1 certainly will speak to her,’’ 
replies Miss Strong, reserving to herself 
the right of judgment as to what she shall 
speak about. The old lady is not timid, 
but she has no notion of burning heir fin¬ 
gers before she knows what may be'ih the 
pie-;-an excellent feeling of caution, for 
which many of us wOuld be happiOr if our 
well-meaning buv impertinent friends occa-. 
sibnally exercised it Oh our'behalf. 


“You must be more cautious. ’The rai 
is beginning tb make hleaself apparent to 
the senses of the household,’’ says Agatha 
West, iu a whisper, to Maurice Staunton, 
as she meets him iu the centre of one of 
the long corridors. 

“ In what way?’’ 

“Old Miidmay and old Strong have been 
pumping me this afternoon. They evi¬ 
dently think your attentions too particular.^ 
They even went the length of biutiiig tliat 
Valence is annoyed by them; but 1 think I 
put that idea out of their venerable heads.’’ 
“What did you say?’’ 

“ Made out that Everil and Valence are 
the must devoted of lovsrs, and that if you 
had a penchant for any one, it was my un¬ 
worthy self. And I really think'you must 
make a little love to me occasionally, my 
dear boy, just to keep up appearaucas, at 
any rate in their presence—unpleasant, I 
dare say, but useful—aud a bint to Everil 
will set her mind at rest upon the matter. 
Hot that she appears as though slie re¬ 
quired much couvictiou of the truth. I 
almost thiuk, myself, sometimes, that she 
is rather too open in showing her preference 
for you. How is it all going on ?’’ 

“Famously! 1 bad ho idea she would 
come round so soon; she has been so cold 
and reserved towards me since her mar¬ 
riage—until now.’’ ■ 

“O, that was all fudge—just put on for 
the sake of appearances. I told you so 
long ago. Why, she was desperately in 
love with you, Staunton; aud, for all that 
is said agaiust the sex, women don’t for¬ 
get quite so easily as that. When you' 
threw the poor girl over, I thought she 
would have gone mad.’’ 

“ Don’t use that horrid term, ' threw heV 
over.’ You know the absolute necessity 
there was for my conduct bn that occasion, 
and hew we mutually agreed that the oniy 
thing to look forward to was— this that ia 
coming,” 

“ True! And' it seems to be coining fust 
enoufeli,'doesn’t lt?"Inever saw Valence 
look so awfully ill as he does at present. 
Only,' for Heaveh’s'sake^ be catoful'I There 
is shch a ibihg as'^Oihg tbo far. "You do' 
not'want the mine sprung before it’s tithei' 
do you?*’ ' ' ■ ' 

“.tfo'W db y'qu’mekn^’.‘‘ ' ., ' ' , 

“ Whafare'yOu'Wbrkiug fbr?-|-th'e hai'id' 
of the Vvldb tthd 'Coiiutess 'di Valeiidi, or-^’ 
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“Tou need not finish your sentence. I 
taow what you would say. Tou may 
scarcely believe ine, Mrs. West, when I re¬ 
ply that I am working only to obtain the 
woman whom I love—” 

“Good heavens] Wonders will never 
cease 1 But you know the bulk of her 
property Is settled on herself?” 

“ I don’t think It would make any differ¬ 
ence to me now if It were not. 1 always 
cared for her. Time-serving as you give 
me credit for being, you will not deny that; 
and since she has been the Countess of Va¬ 
lence, and treated me with such superb 
disdain, my passion has become almost a 
madness. With money, or without money, 
at all costs, I am resolved to win her, if 
only to have my revenge for the disap¬ 
pointment she has caused me.” 

“ Well, you seem to be In a very fair way 
of accomplishing your ambition, so you 
need not talk so loudly as to apprise the 
whole castle of your intentions. To tell 
you the truth, the change in Everil’s behav¬ 
iour towards you has amazed me; for 1 
really thought she was beginning to care 
for her husband,” 

“Hal ha! hat Poor Valence! Well, 
he would not enjoy her preference very 
long, at any rale, would he ? Do you think 
he suspects anythiug?” 

“I cannot say; he has not mentioned 
the subject to myself. But he is entirely 
absorbed In his own prospects, and has lit- 
tl.'i time to speculate on those of other peo¬ 
ple. Besides, it was tiCt a Iove-‘'os:ch oit 
bis side either, remember.” 

“lias;:; one U coming up the 

staircase.” 

“IPiinportel The more you and I are 
seen together the better, Staunton; it di¬ 
verts suspicion. 1 have but one word more 
to say to you, however. Be cautious 1 . The 
end cannot be far off now; and it’s no use 
inakijig Hu iHcln.i'aVe in the family for 
noililiig.” 

•• I will t»y; but I confess fate is bccoir.- 
iiig tou much for me, and things must tako 
their course. Good,-by. We shall meet, 
again at dinuer.” 

He moves ofi in the opppsite direction 
just as Mr. Miidmay cornu .toiling to the 
bead of the staircase. Agatha affects to 
be much confused as he confronts her. 

“Now, Mr. HCildmay, 1 call this shame¬ 
ful of you I” she says, wltb the giggle of a 
schoolgirl; “comiug tip in the stairs in 


that stealthy way. 1 vow we should have 
an act of Parliament passed to prohibit 
gentlemen from wearing ' velvet slippers 
in the house; they are altogether too dan¬ 
gerous.” 

“ I hope your deeds will bear the light, 
Mrs. West,” he answers, jocosely. 

“O dear I I trust so; but still there are 
moments—I hope you didn’t see who went 
down the other staircasJ, Mr. Miidmay 1” 

“ It was Captain Staunton, was it not?” 

“ O you dreadful old man I What eyes 
you have I I cannot stand being looked at 
in that fashion. 1 shall run away at once 
to hide my blushes.” And, suiting the ac¬ 
tion to the word, away trips the pretty cat 
to her own apartment. As she reaches it 
her face changes. 

“What on eatth does Maurice intend to 
do?” she thinks to herself, with knitted 
brows; “and Everil, too ? She can never 
be so mad as to contemplate anything more 
imprudent than an indecorously early 
abandonment of her widow’s weeds. Va¬ 
lence will die childless. The greater 
amount of her money is tied up on herself. 
What advantages .will precipitation bring 
them?” 

The little widow, who has spent her life 
in plotting and planning, is for once puz¬ 
zled. She cannot understand the tactics of 
her friends, but she knows it is not her in¬ 
terest to circum.vent them. 

“Whatever happens,” she muses, “noth¬ 
ing can prevent poor Valence’s death, and 
my da.-Ili g eh;!.’.'s accession to tb" title. 
'iuauK Heaven for that!” 

.'tivl woman really does thank Heav¬ 
en as, she s.avs the words. Were you to 
take a knife and piaco H n, her hands, and 
tell her she might just as well thrust it in 
the earl’s heart as follow the course she is 
pursuing with him, s.he would be infinitely 
shocked at your proposal; but s:ii: has so 
long contemplated his death as a tact of 
which the moment alone is wrapped la un¬ 
certainty ; she has acted the part she acts 
tcw:u:.’s iiitu for so many months, that it 
bus become an integral poriiou cf hor na¬ 
ture; and she does not appear less woman¬ 
ly, and benevolent, tmd truthful to herself 
thM any other person who spends his ex¬ 
istence working for a certain end in which 
all his hopes are ceuued. There have been 
such cases of moral self-deception before 
now. There are women (women far more 
frequently deceive themselves than men) 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


■vrho go' on lying day aftet' day, till th'dr 
-views'of right and wrong get so distorted 
that' they actnally do not know when' they 
are speaking' the truth' or not. It may be 
supposed also that some of these wretched 
murderesses (like Charlotte Windsor for 
instance) ply their hellish trade until the 
smothering of an Infant more or leb makes 
no great difference in their habitual slum¬ 
bers; and most assuredly repeated crime, 
and even the' repeated contemplation of 
crime, hlmits ‘ our sensibility and deadens 
the warniiigs of our conscience to that ex¬ 
tent that we become unfitted to judge of 
the enormity of sin, and of the effect itbas 
upon our own souls and those of others. 

Agatha West is in this condition. Little 
by little she has accustomed herself to 
think of and banker after forbidden (kings, 
until no step appears to her too bold to 
liazard in the attainment of her object, and 
she can even view that saddest of all sights, 
a fellow-creature pulled down to the depths 
of iniquity, with calmness, so long as the 
action tends to bring about the fulfilment 
of her own ambition. 


CHAPTEK XXXIII. 

“ THAITK OODI IT WHil. BE BOOW OVBB.” 

A UXTLK while longer and rumor and 
suspicion are resolved into certainty; there 
is no'doubt at all that the earl and eouutess 
are no longer upon friendly terms with one 
another. 

The very look of misery they both pre- 
seut CValence continually, although he 
tries to hide it by a haughty bearing which 
but renders the fact more sadly palpable, 
aud Everil by au apparently heartless gay- 
ety), couvinces the spectators of the truth 
of their belief. 

Lord and Lady "V^alence do not often 
speak to one another before their guests, 
hut when they do their words are of the 
coldest, and sometimes worse than cold. 
This is especially the case on one particular 
morning, when the subject of balls is intrpt 
duced at breakfast, and Captain Staunton 
confesses bis love for dancing, and reminds 
his hostess of; the many pleasant evenings 
they have passed in that pursuit together. 

“ Do you suppose 1 have forgotten them,” 
she utters, plaintively, “and when they 
were the last opportunities 1 had forsiich 
■eujoyinehtf 1 have never daiieed once 
since my marriage.” 


' “ 'Y'dh don’t'lfleah' to'tell me'Bil** ' 

• ' “How Could I?’’Havah’tt been'shut tip 
in this duli old caStiS ever slhSC,'’with'hafd- 
ly a neighbor within ten miles of me ?'' If 
some of my old friendshad hot occasional¬ 
ly taken compassion bh me, as you airb do^ 
iughow, I beileCe I should have'diedbf 
sheer ennui.” i ' ' 

Hr. Miidmay looks across the table at 
her with'a frown: ' 

“'What 'ah ahsitrd speech toliear proceed¬ 
ing trbih the mouth of a youhg lady who 
lias health, and strength, and horses, arid 
carriages, and every luxury that the heart 
of man could wish, or his brain invent T’ 

“But, papa, a woman wants something 
at times besides the company of dogs and 
horses,” interposes Alice. 

“ Hold yorir tongue, miss I I didn’t speak 
to you.” 

“A married lady,” observes Miss Strong, 
“should always have sufficient society in 
the presence of her husband.” 

“How can you tell. Miss Strong?” ex¬ 
claims Alice, laughing. “You’ve never 
triedit.” 

“For which you may reply, ‘Thank 
Heaven 1’ ” responds Lady Valence, sarcas¬ 
tically. I 

“ To return to the subject we were dis¬ 
cussing;” says Maurice Staunton, in bis 
bland voice. “'You have never thought 
of giving a hall here, I suppose. Lady 
Valence?” 

“Kol 'Who would.gome to It?” 

“ Everybody, I should imagine, who lives 
within' a reitsonahle distance. They would 
be only too glad. You really should have 
given a house-warinirig.” 

" 'We have never been accustomed to give 
balls at Castle Valence,” says the earl, 
coldly. ' ' 

“ThatIs no reason why we should not 
begin,” retorts his wife. 

" I consider it Is eveiy reason. I 'shdrild 
not care to have a hall here, especially no w, 
when my health Is so iudifferent. 'X could 
not stand it.” 

“But i could, and' you would not be 
called updn to take auy trouble in the brisl- 
riess. Captain Staiinten, I think j^orirs is a 
brilliant idea. I am quite excited about it. 
I wdnder bow So.ou brie briitld contrive to 
getitrip.” ■ •' 

“ It would not take long, with your tiairi 
of Servants. The invitations are the Chief 
things to think about.” 
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“ Lady Valence, I beg you will proceed 
no further with this Idea. Tou are only 
waating your time. The ball will not be 
glren.”’ 

“We will see about that,’’ she answers, 
coolly. “ Don’t you think a fortnight’s In¬ 
vitation will be long enough, Captain 
Staunton—for the country, you know?” 

Lord Valence has been set at defiance. 
He wili not argue the point ftuther before 
hie guests, but, rising from the table, he 
murmurs some indistinct words of apology, 
and hastily leaves the room. Kveril’s bead 
is not even turned to learn the cause of his 
disappearance. 

The rest of the company look at one 
another in disapprovai, and are siient and 
uncomfortabie. Two or three tears course 
siowiy down the bridge of Miss Strong’s 
nose and drop on to the plate. Mr. Mild- 
may, grunting dissatisfaction, rises and 
follows the earl’s example.. Agatha West 
crosses the room to Hveril’s side, and stands 
between her and Staunton, with a hand on 
the shoulder of each. 

“Ton naughty children I Tou have 
quit^ vexed poor Valence with your foolish 
talk. Don’t you see that be has left the 
room ?” 

“ Foolish taik, do you cali it? Walt till 
you see my ball, Agatha. 1 meau it to be 
the best that has ever been given in 
Wicklow.” 

“Tou goose I Ton don’t really mean to 
give one.” 

“Don’t I? Come^^lth me to ray boudoir, 
and help me with the invitations. I shall 
send them all out to-day, and fix it for the 
second of February. That will just give 
the women time enough to get their dresses 
ready.” 

“ 27ie second qf ^February/ Valence will 
not be well enough to attend it, will he, 
Everll?” 

The countess stops suddenly, and presses 
her band to her heart. 

“ What’s the matter, dear?” 

“Nothing —nothing! Only a sudden 
stab. Indigestion, I’m afraid. . I haven’t 
had enough exercise lately. Never mind 1 
dancing will take it down. What were yop 
saying, Agatha?” 

“ That I’m afraid dear Valence wont be 
strong enough for dancing, or anything of 
that sort.” 

“ Well, he wont grudge us our pleasure, 
I suppose, even if he can’t take part in It. 


At-any rate, he will be able to look on. 
Where bad we better dance. Captain Stann- 
ton—in the music-room or the saloon ?” 

And thereupon they fall to discussing 
ways and means in a manner that makes 
Miss Strong, remembering the despairing 
face with which the young earl has just 
quitted them, feel quite sick. 

She has not yet fulfilled the promise she 
made to Mr. Mildmay of speaking to her 
old pupil about her conduct with Captain 
Staunton. She has lacked courage to put 
her good intentions into effect; but the oc¬ 
currence at the breakfast-table this morn¬ 
ing nerves her for the task. 

“Everii, my dear, may I speak to you?” 
she says in her old deferential style, as 
she looks into tlie countess’s boudoir a few 
hours later, and detects her seated at a 
writing-table covered with note-paper and 
envelops. 

“ To be sure, Miss Strong. Pray come- 
in.” 

The old lady closes the door carefully be¬ 
hind her, and advancing slowly, seats her¬ 
self with a deep sigh close to Lady Valence. 

“My dear girl (you.will let me cali yon 
so, I know, for the sake of old times), I 
have a very painful task before me. I 
know 1 liave lost all riglit to question your 
actions, Everii; but—but—” 

“lam quite aware of what you are going 
to say, Mids Strong,” replies the countess, 
as she begins to make inky dots all over tlie 
paper to cover her nervousness; “ and I 
wish you wouldn’t say it. It will be of na 
use.” 

“O my dear child, don’t say thatl I 
thouglit it was all so different. Sut you. 
have many blessings left, Everll, even if— 
if—your relations with his lordship are not 
all that you anticipated—aud— Don’t go- 
against him in this matter, my dear—don’t 
give a ball since he objects to it.” 

“But why should he object to it?” 

“ The why and the wherefore are of no 
consequence; that he does so should be 
sufficient.” 

“ I don’t see the matter in that light.” 

“ I did not think you would be so head¬ 
strong, particularly at such a moment.” 

“ At what moment?” 

“ When your husband is so ill. Nay, my 
dear, why should you start? Does the 
earl not say so himself? and cannot every 
one who knows him see how visibly he has- 
retrograded lately?” 
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“Tou think soT’ exclaims the conntees, 
as she seizes Hiss Strong by the ami. 

“My dear, you must see It for yourself. 
It is too palpable. Be la losing flesh, and 
strength, and vigor every day. I know 
Dr. Newall thinks very badly of him; and 
Mr. Mlldmay said just now that he should 
not be surprised if Lord Valence did not 
live to see this ball on which your heart 
appears so greatly set. Hush, hush I my 
love I I did not mean to distress you like 
this” (for the countess has cast herself 
across the writing-table, and is weeping 
loudly). “Pray be calm. It may be a 
mistake, you know. We are all In the 
hands of God—only, if yon would consent to 
humor his lordship in this little matter—^' 
But Lady Valence has dried her tears as 
suddenly as t^iey appeared, and la once 
more sitting before lier desk, calm and 
resolute. 

“ Tou must not ask me to revoke my de¬ 
cision, -Miss Strong. I have passed my 
word there shall be a ball here, and a ball 
there shall be. With.regard to Lord Va¬ 
lence’s liealth, that is, as you remarked, in 
higher hands than ours, and it is impossible 
for us to say what will or will not be. 
Should he continue as he is now, I am.sure 
he will very much enjoy this iittle/estivity; 
if not, we must make the best of it I am 
not offended with you, my dear old friend; 
but if you have nothing more to say to me 
than this, I am rather busy just at present, 
and would like to be left alone.” 

“ And you will not listen to me, Everil P” 
says Hiss Strong, as she rises from her seat 
“I will not give up my ball, you old 
tyrant, if that is what you mean—not for 
all your coaxing, nor for Guardy’s growls; 
and so you may tell him. And now I shall 
just run you right out of my room, and 
lock the door upon yon,” 

And, suiting the action to the word, the 
duenna soon finds herself In the corridor 
again, whilst the countess, with clenched 
teeth and trembling bands, turns the key 
in the door. She listens anxiously till Miss 
Strong's footsteps are heard to descend the 
staircase, and then she flings herself upon 
the sofa in an abandonment of grief. 

“ O my heart!—my heart!” she gasps, as 
she holds both hands tightly clasped above 
it. “ O God! my heart 1” 

She sobs'dlstractedly for a few moments, 
and then begins to moan. 

“Where Is he? Where is my Valence? 


O, I must see him, and put an end to' thia 
horilbla deception, or I shall die;” ’ > 
She rises'with a sodden unconqueiaOle 
longing, and, all disordered as she is, with 
her blurred swollen features and bloodshot 
eyes, rushes headlong into the passage to^ 
wards her husband’s dressing-room. He is 
not there. 

She descends the staircase to the library, 
and knocks. There is no answer. 

. She pushes the door open and enten the; 
apartment. 

A large fire is burning in the grate; on a. 
sofa beside it is stretched the figure of Lord 
Valence, Inanimate, as if in sleep. 

She creeps softly to his side. His white 
careworn features look deathlike in repose;, 
his wasted hands are crossed upon bis 
breast; his sad eyes are wide open—staring. 
—fixed upon the opposite wall. 

She knows what it is now that holds him.. 
This is not sleep.- She has seen him under 
this fatal influence before. He is in a: 
trance. . ' 

With the sight all the woman’s reaolu-, 
lions to save him at any cost return; 

Here lies her husband—the life of her 
life—chained hy an invisible power that 
robs him of all hie senses and leaves him as 
one dead; and here is she, living and active, 
and with all hers pledged to rescue bim,'1f 
possible, from the thrall by whicli he is en¬ 
chained. In a moment the feeling of weak-; 
ness that brought her to that-library has 
passed; she is once more ready to sacrifice 
herself, and all that she hplds most dear, 
for bis sake; aud she kneels down by his 
side and renews the vow. 

Very tenderly she passes her arm beneath 
his head and places. it upon her bosom; 
then, with her warm lips pressed to his un¬ 
conscious month, she calls Heaven to wit-, 
ness she will be faithful to her tesolatloB; i : 

“ My love 1” she whispers as she kisses, 
his thin bauds, which are locked together 
rigid as sculptured: marble; *' my own dear: 
lovel i will die for you, or with you. And 
then, in that other world, for -striving to 
look into which we shall bothhave paid so. 
dearly, yon will read all my motives, and 
ray hope, and my affection, and not judge 
me too harshly for the dubious paths by 
which I strove to attain my end.” : 

- She lays his head again, upon the sofa.- 
cushion, and, rising, leaves-the apartment 
as quietly as she entered iL: .On the thresh¬ 
old she turns and looks hack upon him; i- ,i 
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‘ "Jf hi only , knm," • she: munnors, with ^ 

streaming eyes—‘f but he will never know 
until his, spirit Is entirely free-rAoto mueh I 
love himl ■ I have no words in which bo tell 
it him. ' I can only give him everything: 
that I possess—even to bis own esteem — 
andi trust the means will be forgiven for 
the end.” 

And when Iiord Valence recovers his 
senses the library Is still and empty; but 
from tbe further end of the vast hall, where . 
his wife and Alice JUildmay are playing 
battledore and shuttlecock with Uaurice 
Staunton and John Bulwer, comes tbe 
sound of merry voices, which recalls him 
entirely to himself. He rises slowly, with 
a confused consciousness of what has befall¬ 
en him, and unlocks his stiffened hands. 
As they touch one another he feels that 
they are wet, and raises them to his eyes 
with surprise. 

Yes, be is not mistaken. His hands are 
wet; wet, as though with tears. 

“Can spirits weep?” he thinks sadly as 
be regards them. *' 1 think not; yet, were 
it possible, I am a sight they might well 
weep over." 

At that moment another merry peal of 
laughter comes riuging from the hall. 

Lord Valsnce hears it, and sighs. 

“ Ybank Qod, it will soon be over 1” he 
says, as be throws himself face downward 
on the sofamushion again. “ Thank God I 
—thank Qodl” 

CHAPTEK XXXrV. 

“ l WUA. ao THBOnOH WITH IT TO TSS 

Biro.” 

AFOBnaUHT later, and Castle Valence 
is lighted up as for a great festivity. No 
one, to see the old place now, would think 
that iu young master was fast dying. Yet 
such is the case. Ughts dash from every 
window; the moat and drawbridge are illu¬ 
minated by colored lamps, the halls and 
staircases have been transformed into tem¬ 
porary hothouses; tbe ballroom is almost 
as fail as It can hold of diaphanous dresses 
and tail-coats; yet Lord Valence lies on 
the library sofa gasping for every breath he 
draws. He is In no pain; be is in no fear; 
he says be wants for nothing; but he lies 
there, growing weaker every minute, and 
counting. the hoars till the'moment shall, 
arrive to set him free. Dr. Newall has 
been to see him, and they have a long and 


interesting conversation together; bnt the 
doctor can do. him no good, and'.he. has 
gone home again, with ,a promise to return 
later in the eveuing. Iiideedi his intention 
Isr-rthougb this he keeps to himself—to pass 
tbe night at the castle. 

Lord Valence’s personal attendant is 
moving noiselessly about the apartment, 
but bis restlessness disturbs bis master, 
and he tells him to leave the room. 

“ But should your lordship require any¬ 
thing —’’ 

“I can ring for you, Johnson. But I 
want for nothing, thank you—nothing, ex¬ 
cept rest.” 

“Which you would get better in bed, 
dear Valence, surely, than lying on the 
sofa.” 

“Agatha! You heral What does this 
mean?” 

“My dear Valence, do yon suppose I 
could go and jump about at a ball whilst 
yon are so 111 ? I have put on a ball dress 
in order to keep Everll in countenance, but 
[ never intended to join the dancers. On 
this day, too, of all days in the year. What 
do yon think 1 am made of?” 

“ It is very kind of you. It is like your¬ 
self, But what good can you do by tbe 
sacrifice? Belter .leave me to my silent 
communion with those who wait for me to 
accompany me hence.” 

" O Valence 1 do not speak in this man¬ 
ner. I cannot believe it even yet.” 

“ You will believe it to-morrow—at no'dn. 
All my cares and troubles will be over then. 
O Agatha I 1 could die easily if it were not 
for one thought.” 

“ Which thought, dear Valence?” 

“That I leave her to Aim/ H he had 
only been some man I liked and trusted— 
Bulwer, for instance—I could have borne 
my own disappointment bravely; but he. 
will make her wretched, Agatha. He will 
break the poor girl’s heartl” 

“And serve her right, too I No, V alence, 
1 must speak out. Everil has behaved 
shamefully to you. She is not worthy of a 
thought.” 

“Hushl you must not say that, even 
now! 1 have bad a fearful blow, Agathal 
I made so sure (1 suppose it grew out of 
my own vanity and self-deception), but I 
made so sure that she had begun to love 
me! She.told me so, you know; otherwise 
I should not have presumed to believe 
it.” . 
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“And yet’lsola has always spoken the 
truth about her.”:; ; 

“ 1 See that now, but .it was so sweet—so 
very sweet—to tbinksha cared for mel. For 
I love her, Agatha; I love her with: my 
whole heart and soal.” 

" What, etiUt” 

■ “Stun I should not be able to help lov¬ 
ing her if she cursed me to my face. And 
she has never done that, poor child; she 
has never done tbatl She has only gone 
back to the old love, as you now tell me he 
is.” 

“ On her authority remember. Valence. 
Had I known it at the time of your mar¬ 
riage, 1 should of course have told you,” 

“Never mind that now. It is nearly past 
and done with. She has her own money, 
and I hope she will be happy. And for the 
rest, for my poor little fortune, that must 
go' with the title to your child. May he' 
prove a better Eayl of Valence than I have 
done~-” 

“ 0 my dear brother,” says the widow, 
weeping. “However Everil could be so 
base^” 

“Hush! here is Bulwerl Well, old 
chum 1 have you cut the dancing too, like 
my good sister here, in order to sit with a 
dull fellow like me ?” 

“ I never went in mdch for that kind of 
thing,' you know. Valence, and should not 
have joined them at all except to please 
Alice. Mrs. West! if you wUl permit nfe 1 
wUl take your place now for a little while, 
and you can go and see bow the ball gets 
on.” 

“O! don’t talk of balls to me, Mr. Bul- 
wer,"" The very thought of it makes mo 
sick. Tet, if you wish- to talk to dear 
Valence—” 

“1 think it would be as well that Lady 
Valence i^ad your presence, Mrs. West.” 

“Yes! go to Everil,” pleads the earl. 

“ She is so young, so loveiy. Don’t let 
people talk about her. There will be time 
enough for that afterwards—afterwards.” 

“ An excellent woman,” he continues as 
Agatha sidles out of the library; “ a good 
mother and a good friend. What should 1 
have done without her, Bulwer?!’ 

“ Humph 1” ejaculates Bulwer, shortly.,, 

“I know you never liked her, but I think 
you have misjudged her, Bulwer. She has 
been faithful to me, you see, to the last.” 

“Exactly so T’ 

“ The subject does not please you. We 


will turn: to another,: Bitlwer.o T amisO' glad- 
to have these few. luo.menta.ofqUiet'Oouysrsi 
sation. I wanted to 8peak>.'to..yoo,;to.asfc 
you to befriend Jiady.Valence^when l inn 
gone.”' '..IL;' " : ■ V'':' ' - 

: “Will she need my friendship?’!:. 

.1’lam afraid so. . 1 distrust that man.'^ ' 
“Whatman?” ■ 

“ Maurice Staunton I Cannot you see 
there is a. secret .understanding between 
them? Do you nob foresee what will' hap¬ 
pen when 1, the obstacle to their happi¬ 
ness, am removed ?” ' 

“ You must be mistaken 1” cries Bulwer; 
“ this is the madness of jealousy. Valence.” 

But this remark' only makes. the earl 
eager to prove his assertion. 

“I tell you, Bulwer, it is the case. She 
told me loiig ago, poor child, that she bad 
had a preidous attachment, though she 
mentioned no name; and 1 remember now 
bow averse she was to Staunton becoming 
domiciled here. But I thought it was 
Agatha whom he crme after.” 

“And how do you know now that it is 
not Mrs. West?” 

“I know it on her own assertion (poor 
Agatha I it must be a disappointment to her 
too, for I think she liked the man), and 
from Everil’s conduct. Is not her prefer¬ 
ence for him patent to the world ? Has 
not this very ball been given at his instiga¬ 
tion, though I am dying?” 

“ 1 certainly have observed that they are 
very friendly with each other,' but .more 
than that 1 could not believe; that is,” con¬ 
tinues Bulwer, correcting himself, “ unless 
I saw it with my own eyes.” 

“ I will show it you, then,” says the earl. 
With feverish impatience, as he rises from 
his couch; “ we will go into the music 
Saloon, and watch the promehaders from 
behind the dowers. You shall see how she 
Can look at that man when she thinks my 
gaze is not upon her.” 

“ValenceI you are quite unfit to go 
through the corridors.” 

“lam determined to go. Hark I They 
are dancing how. lie way is clear! If 
We meet anybody it will be thought 1 am 
On my. way to my bedroom.” 

He stands on bis feet as he speaks, and, 
trembling with weakness and emotion, 
places oiie burning band on Bulwer’s arm 
and draws him from the library. 

The music-saloon juts upon.the ballroom. 
It is filled with concbesfor the convenience 
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of the tired dancers, and potted shrubs, be¬ 
hind one of which the men ensconce them- 
seWes in shadow. 

They have not to wait there long. Even 
as they take their places, two figures come 
sauntering from the further end, and stand 
together just in front of them, conversing. 

“How beautiful you look to-night, roy 
dearest,” exclaims the man. “ This is the 
first opportunity I have had of telling you 
so. Ton will not retract your promise, 
Everill? You will not fall me?” 

“ 1 will go through with it to the end,” 
she answers, firmly. 

“ I was sure you would 1 You are not a 
woman to take back your plighted word. 
How can I thank yon sufficiently?” 

“Do not thank me at ail—till after¬ 
wards.” 


**AJUrwards my whole life will be dedi¬ 
cated to your service. How short-sighted 
we are! Did we ever think things would 
turn out as they have done ?” 

“Husht I heard a rustle near that 
screen; come down to the other end of the 
saloon.” 

They move slowly away, walking a little 
apart, but as they gain the further end, he 
places his hand familiarly upon her arm, 
and she—she permits it. 

Valence gives a deep groan and turns 
away. 

“ Come back to the library, Bulwer, for 
God’ssake!** he says in a faint voice of 
pain. 

[to be oontinobd.] . 
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WILL SHE MARRY HIM?: CHAPTER XXXV. "WHAT MAKES HER SO FIDGETY ... 
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WILL SHE MABET HIM? 

BT IXOBBHOB HABBTAT, AtJTHOB OF “AH •OHrOBTOHATB MATCH,” WO., WO. 


OHAPTEK XXXy. 

“HBAT makes BEB bo FIDOETr TO- 
HIGBT?” 

The earl, rvlth the assiatance of hia 
Mend, reaches hia own apartment, and 
sinks back exhausted oh the sofa, helpless 
as a child. 

“ I have hut one wish left,” he otters 
brokenlf, “ to hear the hour strike that 
shall see mj life ended, Bnlwer.” 

“Talencel this is a case in which ;oa 
should act, not weep. Try and rouse your¬ 
self. Assert your authority as master of 
the) castle, and turn the man who presumes 
to insult you through your wife from its 
doors.” 

“What good could I do by It?” 

“All the good in the world. Show your 
own independence, and earn the admira¬ 
tion of your wife. All'women love power 
when it is justiy wielded," 

“ Gain her admiration by outraging her 
modesty—and for how long, Bnlwer? Ton 
forget to-morrow will bo the third of Feb¬ 
ruary.” 

“And what then ? Ton do not place any 
real credit in that absurd prophecy, do 
you?” 

*'Sach passing moment convinces me 
still further it is true. Nol Bulwerl the 
time is too near at band. Let me die-~ 
not in peace—but at all events with the 
knowledge 1 have not made her miserable, 

' Were Everil in real danger I migbtrlsk her 
anger, but by this time to-morrow she will 
be free to love whom she chooses.” 

**And yoa would not stretch; ont your 
little finger, 1 snppose, to save her front 
deatrnctlon?” 

“What do you mean?” cries the earl, 
starting into a sitting posture. . 

“Suppose; she were to elope with that 
mao to-night, what then f’ 

“ Godl are yon. saying this only to tor¬ 
ture me, or do you know, anything—suspect 
anything?’^; ,, 

."ilil.'know.notbing but what yon have 
sbowii.nM^‘batitnrsiytbat is enoogb.” / 
yoa .mean to i n sl n nste/that My 
XT'erib eoitM~4hst it would be posifbM:. O 


no, 0 no 1 She is yonng and tbonghtless— 
and by the very fact of marrying her I 
have thrown her into the way of tempta¬ 
tion—but she Is too pure, too good, mo 
honorable. 1 would rather die than sus¬ 
pect her of such bssenMS.” 

“ Ce n’est fue le premier pas qui eottie, 
and Lady Yalence appears, at any raM, to 
have begun well,” 

“ Bulwer, you do her an injustice I Her 
first lover, the only man she ever car^ for 
—God help me I—is near her, and dishonor¬ 
able enough to whisper love into her ear. 
The poor child were less than a woman 
could she refuse even to listen. But more 
than this Everil would never, do. I would 
stake roy life upon It. Even now her pure 
heart may be reproaching her for having 
listened. But if I thought that he hito 
dared—” and Ijord Valence's hands are 
clenched tightly together as be says the 
word. 

“ To suggest something more, than listen¬ 
ing to her ladyship, you mean, ybat 
would you do in that case. Valence ?*,’. 

“ I would tear bis false tongue out of bis 
mouth I 1 would place my heel upon., bis 
face, and grind it into powder I” , 

“ What, in your present condition ?” . 

'* Heaven would lend me the strength. 
The knowledge that my darling’s mind 
was being corrupted—that ail through her 
long life, tfaongh released from my pres¬ 
ence, she would bear the scourge of an ac- 
cuslug conscience that would not perait 
her even to meet me . In the other, vrorld 
with unabashed eyes—would, imbue, me 
with a false papacity for exertion.. In that 
hoar, Bulwer, 1. shonld be stronger than 
the strongest man that was ever born, even 
if I died the moment after I hid.pnlrerUed 
my enemy.’anAbers to. dust.” . , , 

. “ jlotwlthstondipg the prophecy.” | ^ 

that propb^y] What sl^nifiM 
our talking when 1 shall not live, |wrha^, 
to look,upon my darling’s face egainp* 

“I will call her to.you if you wish It.”^,. 

“No, noi She is happyl Lot her[^ 
mpin so, now. .Gnly—tor.inorrow, sJhouTd 
ahe,,bo .sleeping;nqon,^^Buljiver, 
rouse her just for one .ijio^nfj^&atj'iny 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



last sweet impression of tbis world may be 
the features of her lovely face.” 

“Ton are quite sure you shall go at 
noon f” 

“ Quite sure/ Who should know better 
than those who have been commissioned 
to conduct my spirit from tbis world to the 
neat?” 

“And you have no doubt whatever of the 
trustworthiness of your spiritual messeu- 
gers ? You do not suppose it possible they 
could be mistaken?” 

“ If I once found What they told me to 
be untrue, the whole fabric of my belief 
in them as guardian spirits would crumble 
to the ground.” 

“ I am glad of that,” remarks Bulwer, 
dryly. 

“ That they are spirits, and that the com* 
munications I receive through my own 
hand and hearing are due to some influ¬ 
ence ulterior to my senses, no power on 
earth could make me disbelieve; but there 
are, oi course, difierent grades of creatures 
in those spheres as in this, and false mes-. 
sages and prophecies could only come 
through the mouths of lying orevll ipirits. 
It would give me iiiflnite pain, Bulwer, to 
believe that I had ever bad communion 
with such as those.” 

“Even though the knowledge were at¬ 
tended with your prolonged existence t" 

“ What good is my life to mo ? She does 
not love me. No, Bulwer 1 let me diel 
My death will make her happy; my life 
can only make myself miserable." 

“Still here, Mr. Bulwer?” interposes the 
soft voice of Agatha, as she comes creep¬ 
ing up to the bead of sofa. “ This (a good 
of you. But I am afraid dear Valence 
must be tired. Don’t you think he would 
be better in bed ? It is past two o’clock." ' 

“I do not Intend to go to bed to-night, 
Agatha; I shall remain here.!’ 

“To what end. Valence?” 

“ To speak to Isola. She promised me 
she would visit me to-night.” 

“ She will not come whilst Mr. Bulwer 
is with you, as you well know. ' Had we 
not belter go back to the ballroom, and 
leave you alone ?" ^ 

“ Perhaps you had. And yet I should 
have liked Bulwer to see Isola. He is so 
incredulous.” . ' 

“ Be can see her another time. You 
must ask her permission first, reniember. 
Come, Mr. Bnlwer.” 


“ Is he fit to be left by himself?” 

“ He has bis bell, and Johnson is within 
call. He will go to sleep as soon as we are 
gone,” she adds in a whisper. 

“Why cannot Bulwer stay?” inquires 
the earl as they rise to leave the apartment. 

“I thought you wished to see Isola. 
You know how timid she is with 
strangers.” 

“ Yet she came before Everii.” 

“ She did not like it, as she told you 
afterwards. But perhaps you would rather 
have your friend I” 

“No, no I He can return to me after¬ 
wards. Leave me for a couple of hours to 
myself, Bulwer, and then come back to me 
I if you choose.” 

“ I will not fail to do so, my dear fellow,” 
says the young man as be and Mrs. West 
step into the hall together. Under the 
ball lamp he grasps her wrist, and looks 
steadfastly into her face. 

“Mrs. West! do you believe in ‘ Isola?”’ 

Agatha’s eyas move uneasily from be¬ 
neath bis gaze. 

“Of course I do. 1 have seen her. So 
has Everii.”. 

“ You believe her to be a spirit, and not 
a woman?” 

“A woman 1 O Mr. Bulwer, what absurd 
nonsense, when'she can come through a 
keyhole or a paue of glass. Of course she 
is not a woman 1” 

“ Well! I should like to see her do it,” 
Is his rejoinder as he drops her arm and 
follows her into the ballroom. A waltz is 
in active progress. It is some time before 
be can distinguish Everii. When he finds 
her she is seated languidly upon a couch 
with Staunton hanging over her. 

“ Will you take another turn?” Captain 
Staunton is saying as he comes up to them. 

“ No 1 thank you. I am tired. But I 
wish you would ask one of the O’Connor 
girls. You have not danced with either of 
them this evening, and it looks so partic¬ 
ular.” 

“ To bear your wishes is to obey them,” 
he replies gallantly, as he moves away in 
quest of Miss OlCouiior. Then the conn- 
teis'turnseagerly to Bulwer. 

“How is he?” 

“ Very low, and quite convinced that he 
is sinking. But It wlll be all right. Lady 
Valence; p have ascertained'tbsl.1’ 

'“Heaveti grantiitl. If itisonly rigbtfor 
hlih;'l.ear« llttleuwbatibeeomesmfime.’lii 
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“ It will be right for both of you.” ' 

“Do you thlnb so? I know his high 
sense of honor, and am not so sangnine. 
Yon are snre youunderstand everything?” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“The hour we start, the place we go to?” 

“Every particular.” 

“And you will not fail met’’ 

“As there Is a God in heaven 1 Nol” 
replies the young man. In a low voice. 

“ Where Is Agatha?” 

“She entered the ballroom with me just 
now.” 

“ Then she has disappeared again,” re¬ 
plies the countess, as her eyes wander 
round the apartment. “What makes her 
so fidgety to-night, 1 wonder?” 

The remark sets Bnlwer wondering also. 
What can make Mrs. West so fidgety to¬ 
night? Why should she hare appeared so 
anxious that he should not remain In the 
library.and prevent the advent of the spirit 
Isola? If she is true to her brother-in-law, 
would she not hail any justifiable means 
by which his mind might be diverted from 
the subject of his approaching doom? 

The more he ponders the more curious 
be becomes. At last he grows fidgety him¬ 
self, and leaves the ballroom also. On the 
threshold he encounters Dr. Hewall. 

“Have you seen the earl lately, doctor?” 

“ I bare just come from him. His pulse 
grows lower every hour. This Is a melan¬ 
choly contrast, Mr. Bnlwer—feasting and 
dancing in one room, and death in the 
other.” 

“ You believe it is degth?” 

“ I believe it will be, unless a miracle 
occurs to prereut it. Lady Valence has 
terribly disappointed me.” 

“Do not judge her too harshly. Her 
sinzlety itself may urge her to appear gayer 
than she feels.” 

“A lame’ excuse, Mr. Bnlwer, and you 
know it. But thank heaven the poor fel¬ 
low sleeps at present and forgets all his 
sorrow.” 

“Valence Is asleep?” 

“ Yes; he dozed off as I was talkin'g to 
him. He Is so weak, be might well sleep 
his life away. Bat hiis valet is within call.” 

“ Jirs. West is with him, I suppose?” 

“No; for the moment he is alone, and 
I should .wish him' to remain so.' V disttust 
that woman more than ever." '' ' 

dot 1,” Is.theeafnMtahvww, its Bul- 
wer dips though't^e creWd' aaaemliled'in 


the doorway, and makes his way up to his 
own bedroom. A thought has struck him 
—he is resolved to put it into execution. 
Quietly as a mouse he changes his dancing 
shoes fora pair of velvet slippers, and, 
with a dark rug in his hand, steals down 
the back staircasatothelower story. Only 
a few servants banging about the corridors, 
to see what they can of the unusual festiv¬ 
ities, encounter him upon his way, and. he 
gains the library threshold unmolested. 
The room in'whioh the personal attendant 
of Lord Valence waits in case of being 
wanted, although close by, is entirely 
divided from the larger apartment, and the 
door at Ibe further end of the library, 
which is always kept locked, is covered by 
a heavy velvet curtain. 

As John Bnlwer enters he cannot hear a 
sound, or hardly see an object. The 
breathing of the earl is too faint and weak 
to be audible, and the solitary lamp which 
burns upon the table has been turned down 
to its lowest point. He gropes bis way 
cautiously to the head of the large old- 
fashioned sofa on which bis friend lies, and 
crouching down behind it, covers himself 
with the trareiiiag rug, and prepares to 
wait for what may happen. He has deter¬ 
mined that be will see and judge of the 
reality of this mysterious “ Isola ” for him¬ 
self, and if possible penetrate what reason 
she can have bad for foretelling evil to. a 
man who (if the prophecy prove true) 
would have found it quite soon enough tor 
himself. He has to wait there in hla un¬ 
comfortable cramped position much longer 
than be anticipated or than is pleasant to 
himself. He bears the strains of the brass 
band, which has /been.sent for all the way 
from D—^, strike up again and again, and 
the olooks strike one; and a noise of much 
rustling, and treading, and talking, as the 
company.troop in to supper; and be is be¬ 
ginning to think he has come on. a wild- 
goose chase,, when he sees the velvet por- 
Uere that conceals the seoond door, which 
he has always been given.to understand is 
locked; if not fastened up, move suddenly, 
as though pniled by a hand round .which, a 
pale light plays, and then .close op. again. 
Atthe same moment Vstleuee; as,,lf .In- 
stlnotively, sUts./in bls/.sleep, and.itbeu 
rousing,' Mts> up on tbe sofai and. ..looks 
’about'hlnii ' •. . 

'/“'JMar’hecaUeti'ina.voieelialf.ot.en- 
treaty, bsdf of awe. 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



A <3Qick whisper comes from behind the 
eortalu. 

“ The light—the light—it hurts me T’ 

The earl rises languidly, and totally ex¬ 
tinguishes the lamp, then throws himself 
back upon his cushions with a groan,.as if 
that slight effort had eren been too much 
for him. The flame from the Are is uow 
the only light in the apartment, and it plays 
upon his pallid countenance and haggard 
features as though he were a corpse. 

Bulwer ventures to uncover himself, and 
look eagerly towards the curtain. 

In a minute or so the drapery is again 
agitated, and for the apace of au instant a 
form, clad in white, appears, and disap¬ 
pears again. 

“ There is no light now, and I am alone,” 
murmurs Valence, **Come tome, Isolal 
I am too weak to rise and go to you.” 

The hangings are again parted, the form 
steps into the space before them, and the 
mysterious ”i8ola” is at last revealed to 
Bulwer’s view. 

The young man feels bis heart beat 
quicker and the blood surge to bis head. 
Be has been told, on unquestionable au¬ 
thority, that he stands face to face with a 
spirit risen from the dead; and whilst the 
idea is still new to him, even the most lion- 
hearted man would experience a slight 
qualm on such an introduction. Still trep¬ 
idation does not deprive him of bis senses 
as it did Everil. He trembles, but he can. 
observe, and his observation is rewarded. 
The form that stands before him is worth 
looking at. 

. Slight and small in figure, and draped in 
some white, soft, cloudy material, that 
hangs loosely about every part, and yet 
seems to envelop ail, ”lsola” is the em¬ 
bodiment of what a fanciful imagination 
might conjure up as the appearance of a 
visitant from tiie other world. Her golden 
hair ripples'loosely to her knees; her fea¬ 
tures are not so distinct as Bulwer would 
wish to have them, because her head and 
shoulders seem to be covered with a veil 
that looks like black erepe; but her bare 
arms are deadly white and bloodless-look¬ 
ing; and in one hand she bears a small 
antique lamp, the dimly-burning wick of 
which Just shows tufliclent light upon her i 
person to render it mysteriqualy unrecog¬ 
nizable except as a whole. But .Valence 
seams to have no diffieolty in tecognizlng 
■hlsvUilor. .. 


“ True to the last T’ he murmurs, “ My 
faithful Isola, your task will soon be over, 
and your weary charge set free. But why 
do you look so mournfully to-night? What 
Is the meaning of that dark,veil about 
your head?” 

‘‘1 come to earth,” replies the appari¬ 
tion, speaking iu a low hissing whisper, 
which renders it impossible to note the 
quality of her voice, “ and I adopt her 
customs. She will mourn, whilst^ we 
rejoice.” 

“ Will you stay with me to the end?” 

“ I cannot stay. My services are needed 
elsewhere. But as your spirit leaves the 
body it will eucouuter mine.” 

"And then 1 shall be free from all 
trouble, and sorrow, and disappointment 
foreverl Isola, is the time certain? Is 
there no possibility of its being altered ?” 

“The flat has gone forth—there is no 
poBslbiilty of change.” 

“And you will be glad to receive me, 
will you not? You will be ready to wel¬ 
come me to those spheres where I shall 
again encounter my beloved father and 
brother? O, teil me, Isola, that some one 
will rejoice 1 That, though I leave none 
to regret me upon earth, 1 shall find the 
ofifection my soul longs for therel" 

“ It waits for yoii,” la the low reply, 
“and you will realize it to-morrov}—at 
noon. Farewell!" 

“Slay, Isola—slay onq moment I For 
the last two years you have been preparing 
my mind for the event so near at hand; 
but during all that time you have never let 
me touch you, our even approach you 
nearer than I am now. Other spirits have 
handled me, written through me, and 
spoken to me. You only, of all lay spirit¬ 
ual friends, have denied me this privilege. 
Why is it so?” 

“I am not formed like other spirits. 
They are, except for a hand or a voice, for 
the most part intangible. My immortal 
part is clothed upon with an emanation 
from your own substance, and you could 
not approach too iiedr or handle me with¬ 
out injuring yourself.” 

“Whatsigullies au injury to a man with 
one fool in the grave? By this time to¬ 
morrow i too shall be iutangible. But let 
me touch you to night. I am still mortal, 
and this desire Is strong on me.” 

; ,.It must not be,’’ says Isola, as she com- 
^eqoei; M.bimk towai^s the velvet jpwticre. 
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“ Then come nearer to me. I would not 
willingly oSend you; but how can I tell 
that in the spirit world you will appear to 
me as you do now? Let me have a proof 
before I go that you are all you have said 
yourself to be.” 

“A proof I and at this hour I” • 

“Yesl I want it. The wish has come 
on me suddenly, but strongly. Pass over 
my sofa, Isola—walk through me—or float 
out of the window. Do something to show 
mo that you are beyond my finite compre¬ 
hension.” . 

Bulwer is watching the apparition close¬ 
ly. He, too, is waiting anxiously to see 
the upshot of his friend’s request. 

“To-morrow—at noonP’ is all the spirit 
answers, as she begins to glide away. 

“You will not do it forme, Isola I” ex¬ 
claims the earl, hotly. “ You will even 
let me die, wrapped round with this mys¬ 
terious, wavering credulity, which says one 
moixent that ‘ it is,’ and the next ‘ it con- 
not be.’ ” 

“ The proofs are coming—coming—com¬ 
ing I—to-morrow—at noon,” whispers the 
fast-receding phantom. 

“ By heavens 1 I will have them now,” 
exclaims Lord Valence, as he starts from 
his couch and advances towards the white- 
draped figure. In a moment it has van¬ 
ished behind the heavy curtain, and he 
is left standing in the middle of the room 
alone. 

Bulwer feels that bis opportunity has 
arrived. With the speed of > lightning be 
leaves his hiding-place, and gains the out¬ 
side of the library door before the earl has 
staggered back to his seat. 

The company are returning from the 
supper-table, and the corridor ia filled with 
guests. Bulwer gives himself no time for 
thought or ceremony, but rushing past 
them in bis slippered feat, gains the upper 
corridor, tne further end of which he 
knows is the only communication (except 
that which leads to the kitchen offices) 
with the passage upon which opens the 
velvet-curtained door in the earl’s library. 

He reaches it breathless—but in time. 
Just as he turns into it, the apparition 
noiselessly appears at the other end, and 
seems about to make for the upper story. 
He rushes heedlessly to meet it. It sees 
him—pauses'^rand then turulog, flees swift¬ 
ly, down (he staircase by which ,lt Itu 
ascended. 


Bulwer, regardless of all consequences, 
pursues and overtakes it on the threshold 
of the locked door of the library. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

“ TOtJ WILL KHOW, HUBBASO, THAT I 
BAYB LOYBD TOtJ.” 

The ball is still at its height, though the 
first gray streaks of dawn have commenced 
to peer through the unshuttered windows 
of the castle, when John Bulwer persuades 
the earl to lie down upon his bed. 

“ It will rest you to take oS your clothes. 
Valence, even it you do not feel inclined 
to sleep.” 

“Just, as you like, dear Bulwer. It 
makes no difference to me. The object 
for which I waited here is accomplished.” 

He leans as heavily on bis friend’s arm, 
as they toil up the staircase together, as 
though be were about to sink through the 
grouud. 

“ This is the last time I shall need to 
bear all my weight on you, Bulwer. I shall 
soon be able to walk by myself. What 
o’clock is it? How light the corridor ap¬ 
pears P’ 

“ It Is Just two.” 

“So late I and they are not yet tired 6f 
dancing! Some one is leaning against .the 
door of my room. It must be oue of the 
servants fallen asleep through fatigue.” 

But it is not one of the servants. It is 
Lady Valence. At the sight of her, even 
under such painful circumstances as these, 
his pale face flusbeb and looks glad. 

“£verl)I can it be you? What is the 
matter? Are you ill?” 

She starts and is silent, trembling too 
much for speech, as Bulwer can well per¬ 
ceive, as she stands before them, gray and 
ashen in the uncertain light. He slips his 
arm from beneath that of his friend, and 
passes from them into an adjoining room. 

“Illl of course notl What on earth 
should make mo ill ?” 

“But you are shaking. You must be 
terribly cold, standing in this draughty 
passage, and with nothing on , your neck 
and shoulders. 0, take care of f qixneii, 
Everil, for”—“ for my sake,” be Is.abput 
to say, but he alters the expression'p*’ for 
ibe sake of all who love'you 1” .. 

“ They are not many,” she laojibs'eari^ 
leasiy. . . - i 
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“ They ought to be! But why have you 
left ilie ballroom f” 

“ 1 was tired. I wanted rest. I thought 
you were in bed long ago.” 

“Xo. Z cannot reet I But I shall soon 1 
—I aliall soon I _WII you come and see me, 
Everil, before I go?” he continues, gently, 
as be lays his hand upon her arm. 

“ Before you go— wheret" 

“Wiere God pleases! Before I am 
called to leave you, I should have said. It 
will not be many hours longer now. You 
have not forgotten this is the third of 
February.” 

She seizes bis band passionately. A wan 
hungry look has come Into her eyes. She 
is about, apparently, to cast herself upon 
bis neck and strain him to her bosom— 
when she stops, and laughs derisively. 

“ How can yon talk such nonsense 1 The 
third of flddlesticksl Valeucel I have no 
patience with you?’ 

“ I do not ask it of you now,” he returns, 
slowly; “only give it to my memory to¬ 
morrow, with pardon for all the trouble I 
have unwittingly brought upon your head. 
Believe me, Everil, that when I married 
you, i did not know— what I know now—or 
I should have exercised a spirit of greater 
generosity and forbearance towards you. 
The past cannot be undone; but lu the 
future, remember that my last prayer was 
for your happiness aud prosperity I” 

He walks slowly from her as he speaks, 
and passes into the room beyond, where 
Bulwer Is waiting to receive him. As the 
door closes upon her. Lady Valence sinks 
prostrate on the floor, aud moans in the 
extremity of her pain. 

“ O, why did I not adopt the other course 
at once, and kill myself by inches? My 
death might have aroused him as effect¬ 
ually as the thought of my dishonor, and 
been less painful to look back npon. How 
kind he is 1 How patient—noble—geuer- 
ousl And he believes lean desert him! 
He believes that all my protestations of 
' affection were so many falsehoods, con¬ 
cocted perhaps for the very purpose of 
covering my love for Staunton 1 How shall 
I ever undeceive him?—how ever convince 
him that I have but been acting a part in 
order to save his precious life ? 

I “Perhaps never/ Perhaps all his life 
; long he will consider that f have betrayed 
him 1 But il l may but live to see him live, 
1 shall have my reward. And some day— 


when all the mistakes of this world are set 
right—^you will know. Valence—husband 
—dearestl—that I base loved you?’ 

She rises to a kneeling position, and 
presses her lips against the panels of the 
door that separates them; then hastily 
dries her streaming eyes, and passes Into 
the open corridor again. 

At its extremity she encounters Captain 
Staunton. He is in a flurry, and seems to 
have been seeking her. 

“Not changed your dress yet, Everil 1 
Do make haste 1 Everything is ready, and 
your guests are beginning to leave. This 
is just the time for us to slip away un¬ 
noticed.” 

“I will be ready In a quarter of an 
hour.” 

“Tour absence may be observed before 
then, and it Is no use anticipating a scan¬ 
dal. How red your eyes are! Have you 
been crying?” 

“A JJttle, It is an important step I am 
about to take.” 

“But I cannot have you weep over it, or 
I ehair think you are an unwilling captive. 
Come 1 let me kiss those tears away.” 

But she shrinks from his embrace, as 
though it had been that of her bitterest 
enemy. 

“ Do not touch met Someone maybe 
watching us 1 I will go and tell my maid 
to get ready, and we will join you in the 
west corridor in less than half an hour,” 
she answered. 

“Tour maid 1 Tou surely do not intend 
to take her with you, Everil ?” 

“ Indeed I do. • I never travel anywhere 
Without her.” 

“ But under these circumstances —" 

“ I should imagine it will make little 
difference who sees us fly or not. 'Will not 
all the world know it before noon?” 

“ You must do as you choose, but I con¬ 
sider it quite unnecessary. In twenty min¬ 
utes then, let us say, in the west corridor. 
I will be sure to meet you there.” 

He turns away as be finishes his sen¬ 
tence; and Lady Valence walks slowly to 
her own apartment, where the maid, 
dressed in a dark bonnet, and shawl, and 
veil, la waiting for her. 

“O, you are ready I Have you got out 
my things ?” ‘ 

“ Which do yon mean to wear?” 

“ The oldest, darkest, sliabblest apparel 
I inay happen to possess, as is flt for the 
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darkest and sliabbleat deed I hare ever 
-committed.” 

Don’t lose heart now that it Is so. near¬ 
ly over,” obterres the maid. 

Tbe tone of her voice is so familiar that 
it is surprising .Lady Talence does not 
resent it; blit, on the contrary, she does 
not even appear to notice the change.' 

Perhaps she is smitten with a self-con¬ 
sciousness that the insult is not unde¬ 
served ; perhaps she is unwilling to alienate 
tbs only creature who countenances the 
offence she contemplates, 

Ko further conversation passes between 
them as the waiting-woman disencumbers 
her mistress of her balldress and jewelry, 
and, robing her in a simple black silk, 
throws a furred cloak about her shoulders. 
Only when the last preparations are com¬ 
pleted, and they are ready to steal down 
stairs, hand-in-hand, like two guilty crea¬ 
tures bent on tbe same deed of infamy, 
Everil turns suddenly to her companion, 
and says: 

“After all, you had better not go with 
me. Why should I compromise yon, in 
order to assist my own ends t" 

“ I am determined to go with you, so it 
is no use saying anything more about it. 
Do you not see that my presence is neces¬ 
sary to your success ?” 

“But suppose my efforts end in defeat,' 
and 1 drag you down with me?” 

“There is no probability of that; but if 
there were, I am ready to risk it.” 

“ 0, thank you so much for saying so I 
You are tbe only creature I know that 
would dp as much for me.” And Lady 


'Valence actually stoops down and salutes 
her maid npon the forehead. Then, after 
a few tears and kisses, they leave the apart¬ 
ment softly and reach the western corridor 
unnoticed. 

hfaurice Staunton comes forward to re¬ 
ceive them. 

“ I suppose your maid knows all, Everil ?” 

“All.” 

“And she is trustworthy?” 

“ I shall not give her the opportunity of 
being otherwise. She will travel inside 
the carriage with ourselves.” 

“Deuced inconvenient 1” mutters the 
captain. 

“ I wish it to be sp,” is the dignihed 
reply; and he considers that the discomfort 
will be but temporary, and makes no fur¬ 
ther objection to it. 

A few minutes later, a dark travelling- 
carriage with post-horses—not unlike many 
that have conveyed their loads of papas 
and mammas and pretty daughters to the 
castle that evening—rolls over the draw¬ 
bridge and through tbe park gates, witheut 
exciting much suspicion in the mind of 
any one. ,. . 

And no one discovers that Lady Valence 
has left her home until the last guest has 
departed, and Agatha West, desirous of 
ascertaining if the hostess’s early retire¬ 
ment is due to sudden Illness, enters her 
sleeping apartment—now at some distance 
from that of the earl—finds a note upon 
her toilet-table to tell her of the disgrace 
which has fallen on tbe bouse of V^lnnce. 
[ooi(Oi.in>i:D nf xicxT husibeb.] 
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WILL SHE MASRT HDIV 

BT I^BKNOB KABBTAT, ABTHOB OF “AB UBFOBIUBACT HATOB,”. BIO., BTO.. 
[COBOLtTDED.] 


CHAPTER XXXVTL 

“rr HWAT.T. CABBY MB TEBOnOH TO THB 
END.” 

As Mrs. West reads the fatal docnaient 
her face imdergoes all manner of changes. 
She Is not prepared for this. She is not 
aware what effect it may have upon her 
brother-in-law. 

“Socmehof Ererll,” she thinks, “and 
so foolish I To compromise her reputation 
unnecessarily, and to give poor Valence a 
shock that may kill him—that will certainly 
kill him,” she continues, mentally. “And 
yet I cught to tell him of it. He is the 
principal person concerned, and he would 
never forgive me if I kept him in ignorance 
a moment longer than was' necessary. In 
his weak state, too. I shoiddn’t wonder if 
he died on the spot. He has home her 
coldness, he might have home her death, 
but his own dishonor—never/ The Valences 
are the proudest of the proud. They wonid 
sooner kill their wives with their own hands 
than see them disgraced. He certainly 
must hear of it—and that at once—or some 
one may anticipate me with the news.” 

She files to the earl’s room as she finish¬ 
es, and knacks loudly at the door. It Is 
opened by John Bulwer. At the sight of 
him the widow’s face falls. 

“What on earth is the matter? Tour 
brother-in-law is asleep.” 

“ Let me in at oncel Imustseehlml I 
have the most dreadful piece of news for 
him. Everil has eloped with Captain 
Staunton 1” 

“You cannot communicate the intelli¬ 
gence to him in that abrupt manner,” cries 
Bulwer, attempting to restrain her from en¬ 
tering the dressing-room. “ Think of what 
yon are about, Mrs. WestI you may kill 
Valence with the shock.” 

“It is right he should know it at once. 
He would never forgive me if I k^t it 
from him. Valencel I wish to speak to 
you.” 

“What do you want with me?” ingnlres 
the earl, feebly, as he rouses from'his un¬ 
easy slumber. 

“A fearful disgrace has fallen on us. It 


is shocking—abominable I I hardly know 
how to break it to you, but your wife has 
run away with that villain Maurice Staim- 
ton.” 

“Ht'iotf” exclaims Valence, with an 
oath. 

“Everil has left you. Valence. She has 
eloped with her old lover. I have just 
found this note upon her toilet-table to in¬ 
form us of the fact.” 

“ Bead it, Bulwer,” he says, in an unnat^ 
nrally calm voice, when contrasted with his 
first exclamation. 

Bulwer takes the paper from the widow’s 
hand. 

“Tell Valence, AgaOui, that I have left 
him. You ioill not receive tbte probably tIU 

noon, and by that time I ehall be in J> - 

Tell him he te well quit qf me. It ie unneo- 
esearyfor me to eay'more. 

“ Evebii..” 

“ O my dear brother?’ cries Mrs. West, 
as she prostrates herself before the earl, 
“don’t let this teniifie shock have any 
effect on your precious health. She is not 
worth grieving after. She has been deceiv¬ 
ing you from the beginning. Try and for- 
get her. Valence, and think o^y of the 
prospect before you. Hold him up, Mr. 
Bulwer. Oive me that salts bottle. Let 
me fetch some cold water. He will faint. 
He will diet O, this is downright piurderl ^ 
A curse will rest on her to her life’s end.” 

But Lord Valence puts the officious hands 
away from him almost roughly. 

“When did they leave the castle?” he 
demands of Bulwer. His voice is not loud 
nor trembling, but very- quiet, very cold, 
and very decided. 

“Hours and hours ago,” replies Agathst 

“ That is impossible, Mrs. West; for 
when the earl came up to-his room Lady 
Valence was standing in. the corridor in her 
balldress.” ■ 

“ The hateful,' deceitful, wicked crea- 
tnre l” says Agaiiia, weeping. '' 

“Ton havehot been here more than two 
hours,Valence. Itlsohlyjnstfonro’clock. 
If they have been an hour on the 10 ^ Itls 
more than is probable,” ■ ^ ri 
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“ Go and inquire for me, BnJwer. Find 
out all the particulars you can, and come 
hack quickly!” 

He is sitting now upon the couch on 
■which he has been sleeping, hut he makes 
no attempt to move or throw off his dress¬ 
ing-gown. 

“Lie down again, dear Valence,” says 
Mrs. liVest, coaxlngly, as soon as Bulwer 
has departed. “ It is cruel you should he 
agitated thus, and just at this time, tool 
You feel faint, I am sure. Let me unloose 
your cravat.” ‘ 

Leave me alone T' replies the earl, in 
the same hard unnatural voice. “I am not 
faint. I need no assistance. Leave me 
alone!” 

Theq he adds more gently: 

** This is a sorrow in which do one can 
intermeddle, Agatha. It is a disgrace that 
must he averted, at all costs.”- 

“ But how can it he?” she exclaims, in 
surprise. 

“ValenceI” says Bulwer, reappearing, 
“they cannot have left the castle more 
than an hour, at the very outside. I have 
made the most searching inquiries, and find 
that a strange travelling-carriree with post- 
horses, that arrived here about ten o’clock 
last night, was seen to drive through the 
lodge gates again at about three this morn¬ 
ing, although no one at .the castle saw it 
take up its freight. Lady Valence’s ab¬ 
sence seems perfectly unknown to all but 
us three. Let ns make a pact to keep it 
secret for the present.” 

“To what avail?” says Agatha, who 
would like to proclaim the fact from the 
housetop. 

“Post-horses I” murmurs the earl; “I’ll 
lay a wager mine would outstrip them. 
Order the new pair of bays to be put to at 
once, Bulwer.” 

“ I have ordered them. Valence. They 
will be ready in ten minutes.” 

“To what purpose?” again demands 

Mrs. West. 

“Where is Johnson?” cries Lord Va¬ 
lence, leaping from his couch. Tell him 
particular business calls me to D-to¬ 

night, and he must come at once and dress 
me.” 

“0, what is all this for, dear brother?” 

“I will follow them and prevent this 
d—d vlllany, if I die for itP’ 

“tblloa them/ and in your conditloni 
It is impossible! It is madness 1 You will 


perish on the road. Mr. Bul-vvcr, exert 
your influence, exercise your friendship, 
and prevent the earl from running so terri¬ 
ble a risk.” 

“No one shall prevent me,” exclaims 
Lord Valence, to whose pale face a bright 
scarlet flush has risen. * I have few 
enough hours left me on earth, and I will 
spend them as I choose. My darling in the 
clutches of that villain!—my wife—than 
whom I believed no woman to be more 
pure—contaminated by his touch, his love, 
his ■vlllanous companionship! Nol I know 
that I am weak—helpless—dying—^but I 
have strength enough and life enough to 
follow and rescue Everil before she is lost 
forever, and so help me Godt I will do ill’’ 

He is hurrying on his outdoor apparel 
now, and moving about the room at such a 
rate that Bulwer, remembering his late con¬ 
dition, becomes really alarmed. 

“IVerything shall be arranged as you 
wish it, Vaience, but pray be careful. Your 
health is very delicate, and by these violent 
efforts you may frustrate the object you 
have in view.” 

“ You mean I shall die before I overt,ake 
her. No, Bulwer, not unless it takes till 
noon to reach I)—^—. I may die at her 
feet! I may find her—still pure aud mule- 
filed—and pray her with my dying breatli to 
guard the name she bears a little longer for 
my sake. But not before—^not before! An 
unnatural strength has risen up within mo 
in the last few minutes, and it shall carry 
me through to the end.” 

“This is suicide!” cries Mrs. West, “I 
shall go in search of Dr. Newall. He m,ay 
be able to persuade you not to kill yourself.” 

“Stay where you are, Agatha. It is my 
command this story goes no further. I for¬ 
bid you even to call my valet. Bulwer is 
doing all that is necessary for me, and the 
fewer tongues there are to wag the better.” 

“But you will let me go with you, Va¬ 
lence, siurely?” 

He is about to object, when Bulwer inter¬ 
feres. 

“Yes, Valence. Let your sister-in-law 
come too. She may be of use to us. I 
have a purpose in makin g the request,” he 
adds, in a lo'wer key. 

“Very good. Then, Agatha, you may 
accompany us. My darling may—who 
knows?—consent to return "with me, and 
need the assistance of a woman. Arid you 
have always been good to her and m^ 
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Foigive me, Agatha, if I have spoken 
harahly to you,' btit I am sorely agitated.” 

■ “ We arO all ready novv,” observes Bulwer, 
as Mrs. We8t^.^ldenUy very uneasy In her 
mind—rejoins them, dr^sed for trat^Uing. 

“Give me my watchi” cries'Valence. 

“ What Is ■ the time?—twenty minutes past 
fourl Who wonld have thought it' was 
only twenty minutes since Agatha brought 
me this fatal hews?” ■ 

In reality it is more like m hohr; bht 
Bnlwer has quietly put back the hands of 
the watch, and intends to repeat the opera¬ 
tion whenever he'has mother opportunity. 

“There is nothing more to wait^for,” 
says Valence. “Letus start'at ohee.” 

His companions look at him In silent 
amazement. In his intense excitement all 
trace of Illness has'left him. He -walks up-' 
right and firmly, and his voice has assumed 
a tone of ..command. His thin face la 
finshed and feverish; his eyes shine. He 
has all the appearance of la man bent on 
some great enterprise. Only when he flinfis 
himself shut up in the carriage, and jour¬ 
neying, notwithstanding the fleetness of the 
new bays, far less spSedlly thari he desires, 
does he for a while lose the false strength 
lent Trim by excitement. 

“ That she should have-deceived mep’ 
he Says; “she whom I worshipped as every¬ 
thing that was purest and best of her klndi 
O Bulwer, I have borne the misery of the 
change in her behaviour—I have borne her 
coldness and iiidiSerence—could have 
home even open unkindness and contempt; 
but I cannot bear her dishmorl” 

“Hirsh, Valence! That is just what we 
are going to prevent. I’ll lay you any odds 
we reach D-— long before. they do, and 
that you meet Lady Valence face to face 
before She has taken off her bonnet.” 

“But how are we to tell where to find 
them?”- 

“ There are not so mimy hotels in — 
that we need be long at a loss; but, as it 
happens, I have discovered, Ouoagh the 
agency of”—^here Bulwer, not being pre¬ 
pared for the contingency, hidts for an idea 
—“of a note, in fact, which her ladyship 
rpust have dropped accidentally—am half ' 
afraid, though,'I left it behind me^that 
their destination- ' is the Hnlre’a ' Head 
Hoijsl.” 

”Thed-^ scoundrel P’ mutters ValeriCe. 

“He appears to have secured roohis ' 
there,-' of - course in 'his own hame.^ If-we 


present ourselves boldly, and demand re¬ 
mittance te them, we are sure to be tmeen'' 
for the right pmrty. That is one reason 1 
-wished Mrs. West to accompany us. - We 
shall be ready, therefore, to greet the fugl- 
tlves on their arrival.” ' 

“ Beady to shoot him down like a dog di¬ 
rectly he enters theroom,” replies Valence, 
laying his hand upon the case of pistols he 
h^ insisted on bringing with him. 

“No, Valence, no 1 Yon mWt promise 
to restrain yourself, or you-will forcome to 
throw that case out of the -wlndo-w.” 

“I shall promise nothingl I feel as if 
the bare sight of his false face -will be.suffi-- 
cient to make me thirst for his blood P’ 

To all this Mrs. West replies nothing. 
She, who has ever taken the foremost posl-' 
tion in everything connected -with her 
brother-in-law, now offers neither to second: 
nor combat his opinions, but sits silent and 1 
shivering by his side, and with a very strong 
consdonsness upbn her that her day of tri¬ 
umph is coming to an end. - 

She seems, terribly afraid of, and nervous - 
in the presence of Bulwer, whose keen eyes' 
seek her face whenever she appears likely 
tq make a remark, until she-subsides-Com-' 
pletely into herself, and the conversation, 
snCh as it is, is carried on between the men 
alone. 

> The town of D—— Is situated, some sixty 
miles from Castle Valence. -At the first 
stage at which they call for post-horses 
they find the other carriage (aS is but natu¬ 
ral) must be some miles ahead of them; 
the second, it has not left behind it more 
than twenty minutes, and before they gain 
the fourth, they have passed it at a hand- 
gallop—^Lerd Valence promising the postil¬ 
ions an extra sovereign for every mile they 
gain. 

The race now becomes exciting. At the 
last stage (hey take Staunton’s preengaged 
post-hor^, and are well on their road to 

D-- before he arrives to swear at the 

ostlers for not being ready With the change. 
Altogether, Uiey do the sixty miles in about 
seven hours, and drive, BteSming,'npto the 
door of the Duke’s Head Hotel at twelve - 
o’clock; although Lord Vaimice’swatcil^ by 
reason of his friend Bnlweris Unceasing imX- - 
iety to consult.the timeon'th'e evidimce of 
his own senseb/Only points to ten. ' ^ ' 

'“•CanIt-lmve stopped?’.’ says the nnshs- 
pectlhg Carl,' as he' places his 'wratdh to bU' 
ear.* “No,* ft fs‘going—tod-yet''only tm 
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o’clock! It seems almost incredible we 
should have done it in that time.” 

” Kerer mind the time,” replies Buiwer, 
who is very much afraid Valence may think 
of comparing his repeater with the hotel 
clocks. “ The main thing is, we are here 
before them. And now brace up all your 
nerves, my dear friend, for the meeting is 
not far off. They cannot he many miles on 
the road behind us.” 

” Supposing they are not coming to this 
hotel, after all?” 

“ I will ascertain that at once,” says Bui¬ 
wer, as he walks boldly into the vestibule of 
the Duke’s Head, and demands if rooms 
have not been ordered there in the name of 
Captain Staunton. 

, “Captain Staunton, sir? Yea sir,” re¬ 
plies the waiter, with alacrity, as he pre¬ 
pares to precede them up stairs. “ This 
way, if you please, sir.” 

He ushers them into a handsome sitting- 
room, in the grate of which _a fire is burn¬ 
ing, and these preparations are evidently 
made for some expected arrival. 

“And now’send the landlord to me,” says 
Buiwer, authoritatively, “at once—do you 
hear? We must make a confidant of the 
landlord,” he continues, in explanation, to 
Valence, “ or there will be a fuss about the 
rooms wheu they arrive.” 

“ But why prevent it? What do I want 
more than to meet the villain face to face?” 

“ Valence, I have a notion that your wife 
is not what you think her to be.” 

“ God bless you for saying sol” 

“And I want you to promise me not to 
disclose your presence to them rashly, but 
to be patient, and hear first on what terms 
they appear to be together." 

“Do you think I could stand by and lis¬ 
ten to my own dishonor?” 

" Yo! When you hear that, our compact 
is over. But you see this screen: all I ask 
of you is that, on their entrance, you will 
conceal yourself and us behind it until you 
see how the land lies.” 

“Tour request is a very strange one, 
Bulwerl” 

“I know it is; but I love you. Valence, 
and I make it with a view to your happi¬ 
ness. Will you trust me?” 

“I consent so far, that I wlil do as yon 
wish, 16 you will promise on yo^r part not 
to put any constraint upon my actions.” 

“I promise. And now I will go and 
speak to the landlord. Without mentioning 


names, or compromising any one, I can easi¬ 
ly make Mm understand that it is for. the 
reputation of his hotel he should fall In 
with your wishes on the subject. But will 
you not eat anything. Valence?” 

“Batl How could I eat while I am in 
this state of miserable suspense? O that 
they would but cornel—that I could feel 
that that hound was settled with forever?’ 

He strides restlessly up and down the 
apartment as he speaks, looking as welJ and 
as strong as possible. 

“ I leave the earl with you for a minute, 
Mrs. West,” says Buiwer, significantly. 
“Be corq/ui qf Mml” 

He regards her steadfastly as he says the 
words, and Agatha reddens, coughs uneasi¬ 
ly, and turns her face away to the wlndoW. 


CHAPTER XXXVHL 

HSB PABDOK IS COMPI.nTEI>. 

“ They are coming up stairs—they have 
just arrived!” cries John Buiwer, eagerlj, 
as he hurries back into the hotel sitting- 
room. “ Get behind the screen. Valence— 
be quick, Mrs. Westl ’I^iey must have 
taken on four horses at the last stage to be 
here so soon after us. And now—not a 
word, I beseech you, till you ascertain how 
it is between them.” 

They have but just ensconced themselves 
when the door is flung open, and there is a 
sound’as of several feet entering the apart¬ 
ment. 

“Why isn’t breakfast ready for us?” ex¬ 
claims Staunton, loudly. 

“We waited to hear what yon would 
wish served, sir. It can be got ready in a 
moment.” 

“ What will you have, Everll?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“Nothing? You must be hungry after 
BO long a drive. Where’s the bill of fare, 
waiter?” 

“Here it is, sir.” 

“Ah!—chops—steaks—salmi—^fricassee- 
fish—omelet. Which shall it be?” 

■“I have already told you I wish for 
nothing.” 

“Hangltalll we must have some break¬ 
fast. Well, give us anything, waiter— 
everything—send up just what you choosa” 

“ Very good, sir. It shall be all ready in 
half an hour.” 

“And send the chambermaid to show the 
lady to her room.” 
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»Do no such thing. I am noVgoh^ to 
an; room.” 

“ You will want to take oS yonr travel¬ 
ling things,” 

“ I Intend to renudn here,” answers Lady 
Valence, as she removes her bonnet , and 
throws it on a chair. 

“At all events, let the maid go.” 

“ No.! I desire she remains with me.” • 

The waiter, seeing all is not right, bows 
and leaves the room. 

“Everil, what is the meaning of this?” 
says Captain Staunton, as he comes up to 
her side. “'What unaccountable change 
has come over you?” 

“A desire to have my own way.” 

“But I Insist on yonr maid leaving ns. 
I am not going to sit down to breakfast 
with a servant.” 

“I shall not 'ask yon to do.so. Alice, 
oblige me by throwing up your veil.” 

The supposed lady’s-m^d does as she is 
dtoired, and reveals the features of Uiss 
Uildmay. ■ 

“What farce, is this?” cries Maurice 
Staunton, staggering backward, with aston¬ 
ishment. “What do you mean by bring¬ 
ing a third person to witness our flight?” 

“1 brought her .as a piotection agains t 
yourself.” , 

** You are trifling with me, or you do not 
know the meaning of yonr words.”. 

“ Bzcuse me—it is you who do not under¬ 
stand; but I will try aai make things plain 
to you. Maurice Staunton, I have had my 
revengel In leaving Castle Valence with 
you 1 have but carried out a project by 
which we shall be separated forevermore.” . 

“This, then, is the solution of yonr 
cursed coldness all the way to D-—I You 
have been'playing for revenge, mad a m, 
have you, and not for love?” , 

“ For Itoth; revenge on you, and love for 
one whom to name in the same breath.is to 
dishonor. How shall I toll yon all my mo¬ 
tive so.tiiatyou may understand it? You 
remember how I married Valence?” 

“ I remember—^without a spark of love for 
him, and aU yonr heart—such as it was— 
flzeduponme;” 

“Ay, ‘ sucA os H was ’—you may well say 
that., But when i learned to love 
Staunton—my noble generous hnsband-rlt 
vras with all my heart; imd Mul, and niind, 
and stiangth.’,V . . ' 

.“To prove tshieh, yon bolt from hiih 
wltlinie.”' 


“To save him-because there seemed no 
other way. I married himi, apparently a 
dying man, as you took pains to let me 
know beforehand; and when' I leam^ to 
value him, my flrst question was, if it were 
possible to save him. It appeared hopeless. 
He had permitted his study of the super¬ 
natural to have so fatal an effect on him 
that his brain—so the doctors told me—had 
become diseased, and incapable of exciting 
itself to reason.” . 

“The fool!” mutters Staunton. 

Her fury is sublime in its magnitude. 

“Don’t you presume to speak to me by 
such a term of him i You, who are not 
worthy to unloose the latchet of his shoe. 
'When you found your way into the'cutle, 
and presumed to address me in yodr former 
tones, a design crept into my mind—^whether 
hell or heaven-born time alone Can'fell. 1 
had just been told that the only Chance for 
my beloved Valence’s restoration was to 
work upon his feelings. 1 knew that he 
was jealous of you. I resolved to ^ve him 
that chance of life, even.if I died fOr'it 
myself.” 

“ In short, you have made me. the jool by 
which your husband is to b^ 'rCilfored to 
health, madam?’’ • • ■ ■ 

“ I hope so—I think stf.” 

' “But you forget, at the same time, that 
you must lose your reputatiom Who'Will 
be revenged now?” 

“ Not you. Captain Stauntbh—hot you. 
You have never had a kiss to boast of, nor 
a line which you can produce against ine; 
and as for this hurried journey, have I not 
had my &iend Alice. Mildmay to bear'me 
company as well? Not that I expect, ever 
to be restored to my former position.' If all 
the world believed mis irmOcent, ^d he 
thought I had been guilty of one Took 
against his honor, I know that Valence 
would never receive me as his 'wife again.” 

Here ^eril stops, and holds her hand 
against her beating heart; anid Alice Mild¬ 
may creeps up to her side and' 'whispers 
comfort to her, whilst Staunton sneers to 
himself apart. 

“But if he lives, I can bear even that, If 
the dread of losing me by so terrible a 
TOAttna bail had the effect wiflch I.have 
hoped and ptajed for, and sttyes to^ roi^ 
him to fhe consdoAnm ih^' his ph^^ 
weakness is a.delusibn.bf his oyn senses, I 
ahaS have repaid him in jiki^^meiu^^ tor 

^ love and p aflence, iul hMj ^ 
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wardi me, and be irilllng to bear my just 
share of the poniabment rrbich accompa¬ 
nies even the appearance of evU.” 

All this time Bulwer has had the greatest 
difficulty in restraining Valence Irom rush¬ 
ing out upon Maurice Staunton and engag¬ 
ing in a hand-to-hand combat with him, 
which must have resulted' in the most disas¬ 
trous effects to himself. But his friend 
constrains him by look and touch to listen 
for a little longer, although his eyes are 
starting from his head with excitem'ent. 

“And pray how do you expect this potent 
spell to work?’* demaifds Staunton, sarcas¬ 
tically. 

“I do not know—1 cannot tell; but Mr. 
Bulwer is working with me, and I have 
trusted all to him. Valence will follow 
me—am sure he . will—and very soon he 
ought to be here. O, how shall I meet him I 
How shall I tell him why I have acted as I 
have done?” 

“Tou should have thought of that be¬ 
fore, madam.” 

“/amhere, dear Everil,” whispers Alice. 
“ I will speak to the earl for you.” 

“ITof he shall hear it from no Ups but 
mine; and then, if he can forgive—if he 
can forgive—” she repeats in a broken 
voice, as she throws herself sobbing upon 
Alice’s breast. 

“ This is apleas’ant surprise you have pre¬ 
pared for me, I must say; and not a partic¬ 
ularly honorable one,” remarks Staunton. 

“Honor! What question of honor can 
there be between you and me?” she inter¬ 
rupts, scornfully. 

“ Call it by what name you will, madam, • 
, it is conduct I am not disposed to put up 
with. I did not take the troubie to come to 

D- this morning to be confronted by 

your husband and a hre-eater like 31r. Bul¬ 
wer; therefore, as you will so soon be in 
their good hands, I shall take the liberty of 
wishing you good-mOming.” 

“ Not so fastP’ cries Lord Valence, as he 
rushes from behind the screen and seizes 
Maurice Staunton by the throat—“ not till 
you have given me a reckoning of this day's 
work, you d—d dishonorable villalnl” 

BOs eyes are darning fury, his hand grasps 
a pistol. His adversary feels that, notwith¬ 
standing his weakness, with right on his 
side, he is not it man to be trifled with. 

“ Tou would hot hill me where I stand I” 
he uttdrs in altirm.'' 

‘‘Tvli6ald shoot you likes dog, were not 


death at the hands of ah honorable man 
too good for such a cur as you! Speak! 
what answer have you to make me for your 
villany towards my wife?” 

“Tou must have heard Lady —" 

“Don’t presume to mention her name 
with your dastardly lips, or I will cram this 
pistol down yom-throat, Tes, Ihave heard 
EiU 1 I have heard the motive the had for 
this imprudent step. But what wasyours?” 

“Mr. Bulwer,” pleads Maurice Staunton, 
“ are you going to stand by and see me 
murdered?” 

“ I wish I might 1 But I’m afraid there’s 
no chance of it. Horsewhip the scoundrel. 
Valence, and let him go. Tou defile your 
hands by holding him.” 

“ Out of my sight, then?’ exclsdina the 
earl, as, opening the door, he strikes Staun¬ 
ton across the mouth and throws him into 
thepassage. “ Out of my presence,and never 
dare enter it again, or you may rouse me to 
give you a worse punishment than this.” 

He slams the door in the face'of the crest¬ 
fallen Staunton, and, throwing himself upon 
a chair, wipes the perspiration from his face, 

“I believe it has done me good,” he re¬ 
marks, with one of his quaint rare smiles, 
as he looks up with glowing eyes into the 
face of Bulwer. He glances towards his 
wife, and she comes gliding to his feet. 

“ Not there, my love,” he says, tenderly, 
“ not there. Tour place has never been— 
shall never be, one hair’s breadth lower than 
my heart.” 

“O Valence! is It possible that you for¬ 
give me?” 

“CanI afford to say No!” he answers, 
with his head bowed down on hers, “when 
I have so few more words to utter. Bulwer! 
what time is it?” 

“ It is one o’clock, my lord.” • 

The earl leaps from his chair. 

"One o’clock! Impossible! It was only 
ten when we arrived here!” 

“It was past eleven, Valence. Tour 
watch must have gone wrong.” 

"Oneo’clockl Itcannotbe! Oneo’elockl 
What day is this, then, Bulwer?” 

“The third of February.” 

“ The third of February, and one o'clock! 
Why am I here? What eitraordlnaiy mys¬ 
tery is. tlfls?” 

, “Ainystery which lean estplain. Valence. 
No, Mrs. West, I will listen to no pleadings 
bh ybnr part. To expose yon is a'duty 
which I owe to my friends.” . : 
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"'Wliatls it you have been doing, Agatha?” —trieh —” but the -MdoVs wishes are lost 
“ Let me relieve Mrs. West o{ the pain of in the closing of the door, 
being her own accuser, Yalence. Ton are .“Follow her, Bulwer,” says the earl, 
astonished to. find that the prophecy on “ Tell her I give her one week to clear out 
which you built snch faith has proved fall!- of Castle Valence. By that time I shall re- 
ble. Ton will cease to be surprised when I quire my home again.” . 
tell yon that it was invented and foretold by “ Where shall you remain meanwhile— 

mortal lips." heret” 

“Isolaamortall Impossible!” “Idonotknow. I do not care, so long 

“It is not impossible! for here ia as it is with Aer,” says Valence, as he looks 

says Bulwer, as he leads forward the trem- fondly down upon the golden head that,ls 
bling Agatha, who throws herself at the pillowed on his breast. Bulwer glances to- 
earl’s feet. “ I Was concealed in your wjkrds Alice. She takes the hint, and slip- 
library last ni^t. Valence, when the so- ping her hand in his, they leave the room 
called apparition appeared,to you. I fol- to speak to Urs. West together, 
lowed and came up with it, and found be- Then Valence’s lips bend down to meet 
neath a golden wig and cloudy draperies, Everil’s, and the wife knows her pardon is 
and most artfully-disguised features, your completed. 

sister-in-law, Sirs. Arthur West.” “ I feel as though I had just awakened 

“And you have done this, Agathal” says from a dream,” he murmurs, presently, 
the earl, reproachfully. “You, who have “To find myself ftere—to-day —atthUbowt 
shared my studies and my house for so —^and with you, my beloved one, in my 
many years past, have made meafooland armsi To know that you are true, that 
a laughing-stock: to: my own householdl ‘Jsola’is false! Am I awake, deaf Everil, 
And to what end?” or am I dreaming?” 

“ The end is not difficult to define,” says “You have awakened. Valence, thank 
Everil, scornfully. : “ No, Agatha, don’t God! from the saddest dream your life has 
touch me, for Heaven’s sake! You and I ever known. And now that you. are con- 
can never cross hands in friendship again, vinced that our senses nu^ mislead us where 
Whilst I have been trying to save my hus- we pennit them to be taken captive, mid see 
band’s life you have been doing your utmost the mischief which may accrue from.unau- 
to destroy it. Leavemealonel Bonotap- thorized ■ curiosity, may 11,hope, love-r-asl 
pcaltomeiliookonyouasmyworstenemy.” pray^that you have done^to spiritsfor- 
“It was all for Arthur’s sake!” waUs the evermore?” 
cat, betraying herself at last. ■ “ With study of the science, and personal 

“ForArthur’ssake! Andthatyoumight communication with thein, Everil—yes.' 
give your child a title, you yrould have I swear it by my love for youis^ and all 
robbed me of my life! Go, Agathal there the devotion you have shown tome. But 
is no more despicable creature in this world whilst you and I exist, dear wife—which is 
to me than you. We can never live under forever—we can never ‘have done’ vyith 
the same roof again.” spiritual companionship, It is breath .us, 

“And am I and my poor child, to leave over us, and round about us; appointed by 
Castle Valence?” - the wisdom of the AJmigh^ to be our pro- 

“ Do you think I would let you remain tection and our guide; and we. shottid fare 
there?” commences Everil, indignantly, but but badly were these ntinisteiing spiri ts to 
the earl places his hand upon her month and forsake us. Tlmt by his fatherly goo^ess 
finishes the sentence himself. —can never happen;, but for the future you 

“Certainly, and forever. You have your and I will be content to feel ^d.lmow his 
own portion. It must suffice you.” care without striving to.penetmte the mys- 

“ I never thought; to receive snch treat- teries he has hidden^m tu. He|^ 
ment at your hands,” she says weeping, as - me an angel in yourself Evemr^rsui . angel 
she preparto to leave him. tolead .mej>n, to ail go^.aDd happ^ras; 

“Ferhiq^ notl .Nor I from yOqrs.’! and wltilst I,ain Clptbed upon ndth.pmr^ 

‘‘Hr. Bnlwerll Shall never foigfve youH’ fieS^ypur spirit Is thp.Only one yd.th wBpm 

That will not affect mi I 

• West”.: : ■ ., I;; i « V/.,:: V thevow he rej^tera upoit,‘h.et|_BP- : 

“And as tor Everil—I only wiA— I wish turned lips, he will keep to their l^s <md. 
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